COLD COMFORT 

For all her bravado, Kim had never been in 
a morgue before, and now that she was inside, 
she was sure that, given a choice, she’d never 
visit another one. The macabre atmosphere of 
the place engulfed her immediately and sick- 
eningly, but she couldn’t quit now. 

A man in a white coat showed them into a 
large room with a cement floor. The walls were 
lined with drawers. The place was cold and 
dismal, brightly but cheerlessly illuminated by 
blue white fluorescent lights. Their guide went 
to one of the drawers and pulled it out. More 
cold hit Kim, the cold from what was, night- 
marishly, an enormous refrigerator—a people 
refrigerator! 

The body of the murder victim was wrapped 
in a shroud. The attendant turned it back to 
expose the face.... 
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1 
where 
there’s 
a will 


Rain had slashed through the city for hours, letting 
up only a few minutes before, around midnight. 
Kim Aldrich stared down from the window of her 
familys apartment. The wet faces of the buildings 
across the street, reflecting the streetlights, looked 
almost icy—and cold. Kim shivered, but not with 
cold. 

- It was weird. Not so long ago, she had been in 
the Alps, where it was really freezing. She had 
thought of New York with longing. It was warm, 
friendly. It was home. New York was also her safe, 
comfortable job at WALCO and her unflappable, 
fatherly boss, Mr. Rydell. At least, that’s how it had 
all seemed when she was out in a blizzard, looking 
for a missing boy—when she wound up buried un- 
der an avalanche. 

“Serves you right if you're spooked,” Kim an- 
nounced scornfully to the empty apartment. 
“You're always claiming that you’re all grown-up 
and don’t need any baby-sitting from your dad, big 
brother, or sister. Okay, so don’t complain because 
they believed you, at long last, and all went out of 
town at the same time!” 
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Of course, it wasn’t really like that, Kim admit- 
ted to herself. Her family fully believed that Gerta, 
the housekeeper, would be back from visiting her 
cousin. Not so. Poor Gerta had come down with the 
mumps, of all things, and wouldn’t be home for a 
couple of weeks. 

Left to her own devices, Kim had a choice of 
turning on the TV—and probably finding a horror 
story on the late show—or going to bed. 

On the other hand, she could use her vivid imag- 
ination to surround herself with gaiety. She could 
pick out a lighted window and dream up a family 
having a party, for example. 

Instead, she settled for a real person, a well- 
dressed man coming out of an apartment on the 
other side of the street. He strode to the brand-new 
dark green Cadillac parked at the curb, unlocked 
the door, and tossed in his attaché case. Then he 
climbed in and put the key in the ignition. Nothing 
happened. 

Odd, thought Kim. Who ever heard of a shiny 
new Cadillac with a motor that doesn’t even turn 
over? That's enough to bend him right out of 
shape. 

The man got out, locked the door, and stalked 
back into the building, obviously to phone a service 
station. Kim wished him luck and promptly began 
to build him a biography. 

He was a diplomat, she decided but immediate- 
ly rejected the idea. Diplomats rode in chauffeur- 
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driven limousines that worked. He wasn’t a doctor, 
either, because doctors seldom made house calls 
after midnight—or any other time, for that matter. 
Besides, he hadn’t been carrying a doctor’s bag. 

An architect or an interior designer? Before Kim 
could decide which, some new action on the street 
caught her attention. She dove across the den, 
grabbed the binoculars from her father’s desk, and 
focused on a beat-up old car that had double-parked 
beside the Cadillac. 

Two men got out and raised the hood of the old 
heap, as if they had to adjust something in the mo- 
tor. Kim’s antenna quivered; she had heard about 
this sort of ruse. 

Working behind the screen of that lifted hood, 
they had the door of the Cadillac open in mere sec- 
onds, with no apparent effort at all. Then one man 
slid behind the steering wheel and fiddled around 
the dash panel. Magic! The motor caught smoothly, 
and the Cadillac pulled out from the curb. 

Kim could hardly believe her eyes. It was the 
slickest, most professional, fastest trick of the week, 
or else her imagination was working overtime and 
there never had been a Cadillac at all. She collect- 
ed her wits just in time to catch the license num- 
ber: 6341 YA. New York, apparently, judging from 
the colors, 

Then the truth of the matter hit Kim. How could 
she be so stupid? The owner of the Cadillac would 
know his own license number! She should have 
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zeroed in on the license of the other car, and now it 
was too late. The heap was long gone, and she 
couldn’t even vouch for the make or color. Stupid, 
stupid, stupid! 

She called the police anyway, identifying herself 
by name and address. “I want to report a stolen 
car,” she added. “Dark green Cadillac... .” 

“Are you the owner of the car?” asked the desk 
sergeant. 

“No, but—” 

“Name of the owner?” 

‘T don’t know,” Kim admitted. “Look, I know it 
sounds silly, but I saw a car being stolen. I was 
looking right at it, with binoculars. The license 
number is 6341 YA. An old car pulled up beside 
the Cadillac and—” 

“Which license number did you get, the alleged- 
ly stolen Cadillac’s or the other -car’s?” asked the 
sergeant. “The Cadillac's? Can you identify the oc- 
cupants of the other car or the car itself? . . . No? 
... All right, miss, if the owner of the Cadillac re- 
ports it stolen, we'll investigate.” 

“But that’s wasting time,” Kim sputtered. 

“Look, miss,” said the now tight-voiced officer, 
“we have several million people in this area, and 
we have all we can do to investigate known thefts, 
muggings, felonies, you name it. We don’t have 
the manpower or the time—” 

“Thanks,” said Kim dismally, hanging up. And 
that was that. End of scene. 
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Correction. Kim Aldrich was not about to just 
shrug and say, “Too bad.” The least she could do 
was to get down to the street and alert the owner 
of the missing car. Even if it meant shelving, for a 
few minutes, her commonsense rule of not going 
out alone late at night in a city that, in recent 
years, seemed overrun by madmen. 

Kim bolted across the room, banged her shin 
soundly on the desk, then skidded around a corner 
and ‘through the foyer. Once out in the hall, she 
just barely had time to turn and stick her toe in the 
door before it closed and locked behind her. 

“Drat!” she muttered. Gerta wasn’t home, and it 
would have been a pretty kettle of fish if she had 
locked herself out in the wee hours of the morning. 
She couldn’t leave the latch off, either, without 
risking a return to a ransacked apartment—or 
worse: an intruder still there, waiting for her. 

Naturally she hadn’t the faintest idea where she 
had left her keys. On the foyer table? No. Her 
dresser? No. Purse? 

She even looked in the refrigerator, remember- 
ing sheepishly how she had once discovered her 
key ring inside. The only way she could explain 
that particular aberration was that she had brought 
in some groceries, and she’d had her key ring hang- 
ing on one finger. No refrigerated keys this time, 
though, and time was passing. At this rate, she’d 
miss the Cadillac man completely. 

The keys were right in the pocket of her pants 
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suit, exactly where she had dropped them when 
she had come home from work at World At Large 
Insurance Company, Limited. 

Kim raced for the elevator, pushed the button, 
and promptly had second thoughts about that mode 
of descent. There was a night man on duty, man- 
ning that elevator—a safety measure instituted at 
the insistence of the tenants’ committee, after a 
woman in the next block had been mugged in a 
self-service lift. 

The night man would take a dim view of her. 
trotting out alone at this hour, Kim was sure. Not 
that he could legally stop her, but by the time she 
explained her mission, she'd be too late. 

She opted for the stairs, all five flights. Each time 
she rounded a corner, she wondered if shed run 
head on into a mugger. At least the Aldriches 
didn’t live a million flights up, in the penthouse 
apartment, she thought thankfully. 

No one accosted her on the ground floor. The el- 
evator, which she had called to the sixth floor, was 
on its way down again, but she had beaten it. Kim 
scooted through the lobby and out the door. 

If she had been the fainting type, she would 
have keeled over when she crashed into a man who 
must have been standing quietly in the shadows 
outdoors. He grabbed her by the arm, and, instinc- 
tively, she tried to shake him off. 

“Watch where you're going,” he snapped, swing- 
ing her around and raising one hand as if to deliver 
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a karate chop. Then he did a double take. “What do 
you know? It’s a girl, a pretty little girl with shiny 
brown hair and blue eyes. Turn your face a little 
more to the streetlight. Yep. Blue eyes.” 

“I am not a ‘little girl!” retorted Kim. 

“You look about fourteen,” he teased. “Didn't 
your mommy ever tell you to stay home nights, 
behind closed doors? Locked doors?” 

There was no point in telling him that her moth- 
er had died several years ago; that was none of his 
business. But suddenly it seemed important to 
make a better impression on him than the initial 
crash. There was something she rather liked about 
this tall, rangy, reddish-haired man. 

“My name is Kim Aldrich,” she said. “I’m a sec- 
retary, and J don’t usually go dashing around alone 
in the middle of the night, but I was looking out the 
window, and I saw—” 

“You saw what?” he broke in sharply. 

“Who are you?” she countered. Pull up your 
socks, girl, she added to herself. The stranger-in- 
the-night bit could add up to something unsavory. 
She wasn’t about to contribute one more shred of 
information unless he, too, opened up. 

He studied her thoughtfully. For a while it 
seemed as if he couldn’t decide whether or not to 
answer. 

“Well?” she prompted. “Look, I can always 
phone the police and give them a description.” 

“Persistent little somebody, aren’t you?” 
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“My family calls it stubbornness.” Stupidity 
would be better. If he turned out to be part of a car 
theft ring, she had done two idiotic things: She had 
identified herself, and she had threatened to blow 
the whistle on him. 

“Colin Ryan,” he said at last. 

“What's a Colin Ryan?” she asked flippantly. 

“Do me a favor,” he suggested. “Do yourself a 
favor. Go home, lock your door, and forget what- 
ever it was you thought you saw. Okay?” 

That’s exactly what she should have done, but 
she hesitated, and he sighed with exasperation. 

“You're not going to forget it; I can tell. All right, 
then, better you tell me about it than— Im a re- 
porter, doing a series on car thefts,” he said. “Now 
do you want to tell me?” 

For heaven’s sake, why hadn’t he said so in the 
first place? He was just the man Kim needed. “I 
saw it all. As I told you, my name’s Kim Aldrich. 
This old heap pulled up beside a dark green Cadil- 
lac. I forget the name of the model... the rich 
man’s sports car with the vinyl top—” 

“Eldorado.” 

“Yes, Eldorado,” Kim agreed. “Two men opened 
the door, and one got in. No trouble at all. They 
didn’t even stop for that trick of prying the vent 
window open with a church key and sliding a coat 
hanger down to release the lock.” 

“No vents anymore,” Colin said. “Anyway, the 
church key artist is usually a juvenile who steals a 
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car for a joyride, drives around until the gas is 
gone, then abandons it. Professional car thieves 
laugh at that method, just as they laugh at car 
locks. The pro opens the door by sliding a sharp- 
bladed tool between the top of the window and the 
rubber insulation. 

“Its called a snake,” Colin told her. “Its long 
cnough to catch the lock button and pull it up. 
Presto! Door’s open, with no sign of damage. First, 
of course, our thief checks to see if the car has an 
alarm system. If it has, he neutralizes it quickly 
with a special turn-off key or by bypassing it with a 
pair of alligator clips. Easy.” 

Kim shivered. From what she had seen of the 
speed of the operation, she had been watching a 
couple of real professionals. “How did they start 
the car so easily?” she asked. 

That, too, was easy, Colin assured her. Rather 
than waste time trying to use a master key, the ex- 
perienced thief used a “slapper” to pull the igni- 
tion cylinder from the dashboard. 

“It’s a tool originally designed to pull the dents 
out of fenders,” he continued. “It has an eighteen- 
inch shaft with a screw point at one end and a ten- 
pound weight. The point goes into the ignition key- 
hole, and then the weight is whacked against the 
top end. A couple of good hard slaps, and the igni- 
tion cylinder is torn out.” 

From then on, it was merely a matter of slipping 
in a standard replacement cylinder. “The cylinder 
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is called a deadlock and costs less than four dollars. 
Pretty low business cost!” 

For a reporter doing a series on car thefts, Colin 
had certainly done his homework, Kim thought. On 
the other hand, how did he come by all that infor- 
mation? Surely one didn’t go to the library and say, 
“Can you recommend a good book on car thefts?” 

She squelched her doubts. A reporter would have 
access to such information. He’d get it from the po- 
lice, of course. 

“I got the number of the stolen Cadillac,” she 
said, rather lamely. “Didn’t have brains enough to 
get the other car's.” 

“Good girl! I’m in business,” Colin gloated. “I got 
the other car’s number.” 

Then why hadn’t he called the police? 

Because he wasn’t in the law enforcement busi- 
ness, Colin reminded her. He was doing a story. 

“Hold it,” he added suddenly. “Our guys com- 
ing out of the building now. Almost missed him. 
Now, scoot back inside your building and forget 
this whole caper, understand? I don’t want you to 
get involved.” 

Kim was already involved. If she bowed out now, 
she’d never know the end of the story. 

The Cadillac owner looked up and down, appar- 
ently in search of a cab. Then he headed toward 
the corner; the traffic on the avenue was heavier, 
and his chances would be better. 

“Hey, wait a minute,” Kim called out, running 
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after him to tell him the fate of his car. “It was 
stolen. Quick! You have to call the police. I tried, 
but they won’t do anything until the owner reports 
ities” 

“Nonsense!” snorted the man, his eyes accusing 
her of unwarranted meddling. “I just phoned for a 
mechanic to come and get it. He did just that.” 

“No, he didn’t,” protested Kim. “I tell you—two- 
men in a jalopy pulled up, right after you went 
back inside to phone. They stole that car before you 
had time to reach a mechanic.” 

The man was annoyed and impatient. “There 
isn’t a grain of truth in it, but, supposing you were 
right—just supposing—my insurance will cover 
the loss.” 

Kim began to sputter. She worked for an insur- 
ance company, and she knew, only too well, what a 
beating her outfit and others took with car thefts. 
It was big business. In one year, some one hundred 
thousand cars, valued at $250 million, were stolen. 
Companies like WALCO were stuck for most of that 
enormous loss—and here was a comedian not both- 
ering to report it to the police! 

“I hope that attaché case of yours doesn’t have 
anything valuable in it,” she said bitterly. “That's 
gone, too, don’t forget.” 

The man’s face went white, and Kim almost felt 
sorry for him. “Was it something important?” she 
asked. 

“Important?” His voice rose. “Important? I’m a 
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lawyer. That attaché case contained a will my 
clients just signed.” 

“That’s not so bad,” Colin broke in calmly. “Isn’t 
it standard operating procedure to make two cop- 
ies, have the client sign both, and leave one copy 
with the client? The lawyer keeps the other copy, 
so everything’s safeguarded.” 

The lawyer’s face turned a dull red. “Ordinarily 
that’s true, but there were a couple of minor addi- 
tions my clients wanted. I was going to have my 
secretary fill them in first thing in the morning. My 
client wrote them by hand on the original.” 

“Then, for heaven’s sake, call the police,” Kim 
urged. “Every minute counts.” 

“How can I report it?” the lawyer countered. He 
looked to be on the verge of a collapse. “My clients 
could easily hear about the theft and the location 
of the theft. All they'd have to do would be to ac- 
cuse me of carelessness, perhaps notify the Bar 
Association. I’d be through.” 

“Your chances of finding that car are anything 
but good,” Kim pointed out. She had read some- 
where, probably in the WALCO files, that the rate 
of recovery among stolen cars in New York is only 
fifty-five percent and among Cadillacs worse—only 
forty percent. “Suppose you don’t get it back.” 

He'd draw up another will the first thing in the 
morning, the lawyer assured her. He'd take it right 
to his clients and explain it away somehow, per- 
haps say his secretary had ruined the original by 
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jamming the pages in her typewriter. He'd square 
it away in a matter of hours—as long as his clients 
never knew that the original had been lost. 

“You’d better pray that your clients don’t expire 
in the next few hours,” Kim said pointedly. 

The lawyer turned on her. “The entire thing is 
a figment of your imagination,” he snapped. “I don’t 
know what possessed me to listen to you. I suppose 
its because I’ve had a long and difficult day and 
momentarily lost my perspective.” 

Sure you did, thought Kim, and I’m the Queen 
of Sheba! ; 


2 
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“Come on, Counselor,” said Colin. “Till drive you to 
your service station and check things out. Where is 
it?” 

“East River Drive. Downtown.” 

“Okay. It’s that blue Chevy.” Colin pointed to a 
disreputable, dirt-encrusted car, then laughed at 
the lawyer’s pained expression. “Don’t worry; itll 
go. It has a Corvette engine. Powerful. The outside 
is a disguise, so nobody will think it’s worth steal- 
ing. In my business, I have to have wheels, and 
performance is more important than show.” 

Clever, thought Kim, tagging along with the two 
men. 

“You coming, too?” Colin asked. 

“How else can I find out the end of the story?” 

“Don’t be a fool,” cautioned the lawyer. “I don’t 
believe you even know this man.” 

“What makes you think that?” Kim challenged. 

“Simple deduction,” he retorted. “He’s wearing a 
raincoat, and it stopped raining only a short while 
ago. You have no coat, and it’s cold. Conclusion: 
You just came out of some building nearby—not to 
mention the fact that he seems to have given you a 
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choice of going with us or being left alone on the 
street.” 

He sounded like Kim’s father. Not old enough, of 
course, but equally disapproving of some of her 
leap-first-look-later tactics. She gave the man her 
mame and address, in case he needed a witness, 
and even that was something Dan Aldrich would 
frown on. 

‘TIl see you safely inside your door,” Colin said. 
“We'll both see you inside.” He sounded like big 
brother Tom Aldrich. 

Abruptly, unceremoniously, Kim was given into 
the custody of the night man on the elevator of her 
building. She would have been completely deflated 
if Colin hadn’t said he’d phone her. As it was, she 
just fumed inwardly on her way up to the sixth 
floor. How could he call her? The Aldrich phone 
was unlisted. 

He was a reporter, she reminded herself. Surely 
he’d be able to find some way to contact her, 
wouldn’t he? Of course he would. If all else failed, 
he could come back to visit her or write her a note 
—if he wanted to, if he remembered her at all, she 
added morosely as she let herself into the empty 
apartment. 

There was no point in hanging around waiting 
for someone to phone, she told herself firmly. It was 
getting on toward 2:00 A.M., and she had to go to 
work in a matter of hours. She had to get to bed, or 
she’d be dead on her feet. 
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She skinned out of her clothes and took a bath 
rather than her customary shower. Then, in case 
the phone should ring, she could hear it, not that 
anyone would call her at this hour. 

“Adventure-prone,” her father often called her, 
Kim remembered as she slid between cool, smooth 
sheets and turned out her light. Tonight's events 
were all out of character, however. Usually Kim 
was up to her eyeballs in the action; this time she 
sat on the sidelines, alone. 

It was so frustrating that she was sure she'd 
never get to sleep at all. “You can always count 
Cadillacs,” she said. “Now, that’s a dumb idea, al- 
most as dumb as talking to yourself,” she added. 

She lay there in the dark, trying to build an end 
to the story, a happy end, in which she and a red- 
dish-haired young man with green eyes—or were 
they hazel?—-were together. They were on the 
brink of something nice, but for now, it was enough 
just to look at each other, just to touch hands on 
some pretext, just to be together. 

The story wouldn't jell. Nightmare ideas kept in- 
truding: The whole thing was shady. The lawyer 
was armed, and Colin was risking his life driving a 
psychotic stranger to a deserted service station— 
or suppose Colin was armed and psychotic, and the 
lawyer was in jeopardy. 

And Kim Aldrich had rocks where brains should 
have. been. Why hadn’t she found out the law- 
yer’s name? Why hadn’t she asked for Colin’s phone 
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number or even the name of his newspaper? 

She fell into a fitful sleep and, in what seemed 
mere seconds, was jerked awake by the shrilling of 
a telephone. Leaping out of bed, she caught her toe 
in the bedding, knocked over the lamp on her bed- 
side table, and fell flat on her face. 

“I'm coming!” she yelped. “Just don’t hang up!” 

At this rate, she’d never even find her way into 
the study to answer the call. Try opening your 
eyes, dummy, she thought, wasting more seconds 
to laugh at her idiocy. It was morning, and there 
was enough daylight to see by. 

She dove for the telephone. “Yes? Yes?” she said 
eagerly. 

“Good morning, Kim,” said a voice. 

“Who... oh, Gerta....” Kim stammered. 

“Gerta, of course,” answered the housekeeper. 
“You were perhaps expecting someone else? At this 
hour?” 

Play it cool, Kim warned herself, collecting her 
wits. If you spill the beans about last night, if you 
tell Gerta you went dashing out to the street after 
midnight, alone, and got mixed up with a couple of 
strange men, not to mention a couple of car thieves, 
she'll flip. Gerta would come home, mumps or no 
mumps, or call out the National Guard... or the 
entire FBI, plus all the pilots of brother Tom’s air- 
line .. . with the Red Cross Nurse Corps thrown in 
for good measure. 

“I was asleep,” Kim mumbled. “I just woke up.” 
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“I knew it,” said Gerta. “You forgot to set your 
alarm clock. That is why I called, to make sure you 
are not late for work. Now, tell me, are you all 
right? Did you have a good sleep?” 

“lm fine. Everything's fine. Oh . . . how are you 
feeling? You're the patient. You should have slept 
late and let me take care of myself.” 

“So you always say,” Gerta sniffed. “And then 
you break a leg parachuting from a plane, you go 
off to California and find a murdered lifeguard, 
you go to the Alps and—” 

Kim groaned. “I’m fine, honestly,” she insisted. 
And please get off the phone, Gerta dear. Much as I 
love you, I want to hang up, just in case Colin’s try- 
ing to get me. If he gets a busy signal, he may not 
have time—or be able—to call back, she added si- 
lently and desperately. 

“You have a good breakfast,” said the implac- 
able Gerta. “Breakfast is the most important meal 
of the day. None of that coffee and toast nonsense, 
you hear? You fix orange juice, bacon, and eggs—” 

‘Tll boil an egg,” Kim compromised. “That's 
quicker, and it’s getting late.” 

“Two eggs,” said Gerta. 

“Two eggs. Yes, ma’am. Now, really, I have to 
get going, or I'll be fired.” 

“Mr. Rydell would never fire you,” said Gerta 
firmly. “He is a friend of your father’s, and you 
are a good secretary.” 

Poor Gerta, thought Kim. She feels as much 
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sidelined as I do. She wants to be here, so she'll 
know everything is under control. She’s lonely, 
and that makes two of us. 

“Take care of yourself,” said Kim gently. “Get 
well soon. I miss you.” It was true, too. In spite 
of all her protestations that she was grown-up, she 
had discovered that she didn’t like being all alone 
in the apartment. 

A promise was a promise. Two eggs. Kim put 
the water on to boil, then went back to her room to 
get dressed. Darn! Her blue suit wasn’t back from 
the cleaners. Naturally. Gerta wasn’t home to run 
such errands. She zipped herself into a camel 
jumper instead and made a mental note to pick up 
the dry cleaning on her way home from work. 

Back in the kitchen, she took the eggs from the 
refrigerator and put them into the boiling water. 
Both shells cracked and made an unappetizing 
mess. 

“Serves you right,” Kim muttered. “Gerta al- 
ways takes the eggs out ahead of time, to let them 
warm up. Then she punches a hole in the end of 
each egg with a hatpin. Gerta never breaks the 
shells. You just didn’t have your mind on the busi- 
ness at hand.” 

True. Kim was listening for the phone, and the 
phone was not cooperating. If Colin didn’t call in 
the next few minutes, it would be too late. She’d 
be off to work, and he didn’t know she worked for 
WALCO. If only their apartment were equipped with 
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one of those answering devices that take calls in 
your absence. . . . But it was. It was called a 
Gerta, and it was out for repairs. 

So much for wishful thinking, Kim decided. She 
flipped on the kitchen radio to check the weather. 

“+. one fireman was killed,” said the news- 
caster. “Arson is suspected. Moments before an- 
swering the alarm, the same company was called 
out on a false alarm. 

“Mrs. Maria Ramirez, a twenty-four-year-old 
mother of two, was found this morning, in critical 
condition, in the laundry room of her Bronx apart- 
ment,” he continued. “Mrs. Ramirez had been 
stabbed by an unidentified assailant. Neighbors re- 
call hearing screams early last evening. Apparent- 
ly, no one notified the police at the time.” 

Kim shuddered and made a move to shut off the 
news. She should have known better than to start 
off her day that way; the news was always like that 
these days. 

“The body of an unidentified man was found in 
Central Park.” 

Kim caught her breath. 

“, . . about six feet tall, wearing a light tan 
raincoat... .” 

Both Colin and the lawyer were about six feet 
tall. Both had been wearing light tan raincoats. 


3 
the people 
refrigerator 


Kim decided to treat herself to a taxi ride to work. 
Under ordinary circumstances, she enjoyed riding 
the subway with hundreds upon hundreds of 
strangers, trying to see beneath their masks, and 
making up stories of their lives. It was fun to smile 
at them and see their startled looks, because 
strangers in New York seldom even notice each 
other. 

Today was not an ordinary day, however. She'd 
had too little sleep to accept the buffeting of 
crowds. Besides, she was in a hurry; she had 
some sleuthing to do on her office phone. The 
taxi would be quicker. 

She hurried to the corner and, spotting a yellow 
vehicle, gave a shrill whistle through her teeth. 
The driver was so surprised that he jammed on his 
brakes. Cab drivers were always astonished to 
find a girl who could whistle like that, and, once 
she had their attention, they were usually more 
than willing to stop for the girl with the shiny 
brown hair and blue eyes. That whistle was Kim’s 
secret weapon. 

As it turned out, the subway would have been 
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better. She could even have reached the WALCO 
building faster on foot. She was caught in a hor- 
rendous traffic jam. Someone coming from a cross 
‘street had gone through a deep puddle and had 
stalled, broadside, on the southbound avenue. 
That’s all it took. 

Horns blared in a rising crescendo as more and 
more cars joined the scene. Kim’s driver rolled 
down his window. 

“Move it, Mac,” he roared. “Where’d you get 
your license, from a mail-order catalogue?” 

Kim snapped her fingers. Inspiration! She was 
glad the driver had said that. As soon as she 
reached WALCO, she’d phone the Bureau of Motor 
Vehicles, give them the license number of the sto- 
len Cadillac, and get the name and address of the 
owner. 

“Women drivers,” snorted the cabbie as a girl got 
out of the stalled car and shrugged helplessly. 

He glanced at the rearview mirror and caught 
Kim’s eye. “Most women are lousy drivers,” he 
said. “At least you wouldn’t drive a little kiddy car 
like that.” 

“Mine’s worse than that,” Kim said, grinning. 
“That’s a compact, practically a boat compared to 
my Triumph.” 

“Why don’t you get a real car?” he asked. 

“A Cadillac?” she suggested and wished she 
didn’t have quite such a one-track mind. “I’m not 
the Cadillac type. Besides, the TR is easier to 
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park, especially on city streets.” 

“Sure,” he chuckled. “If you can’t find a space, 
you can always put it in your pocket.” 

Kim wasn’t listening. Her eyes were riveted on 
a man in the crowd jostling its way along the side- 
walk. A man in a light tan raincoat. A man with 
reddish hair. She rolled down the window. 

“Colin! Hey, Colin! Over here!” she shouted. 

He and several other men turned. They were 
all strangers. Kim pretended she was yelling at 
someone else, beyond them, but her face felt 
warm. 

“Case of mistaken identity,” remarked the phi- 
losopher-cabbie. “Happens all the time. If you have 
someone on your mind, you can find hundreds of 
people around New York that look just like him. 
Embarrassing sometimes.” 

True. Kim remembered only too well the time 
her brother was going to pick her up after work. 
She had dashed out of the WALCO building and 
spotted a car exactly like his. The driver was sit- 
ting just the way Tom always did, head resting on 
his hand, elbow propped on the ledge of the open 
window. 

Kim had jumped in. To make it worse, she had a 
suitcase with her, because she and Tom were plan- 
ning a weekend in the country. She had tossed the 
bag onto the backseat, said a merry, “Hi! Let’s go,” 
and looked into the eyes of a total stranger. 

“Go where?” he had asked coldly. 
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Kim had been so embarrassed that she was 
speechless. She had just grabbed her suitcase and 
jumped out, without a word, and had tried to melt 
invisibly into the crowd. 

Silly to think she had spotted Colin. That would 
be just too much of a coincidence. Kim didn’t be- 
lieve in coincidence. What seemed, at first glance, 
to be coincidence usually turned out to be a care- 
fully staged series of events. “Look for the rea- 
sons,” her father always said. “See who stands to 
gain.” 

So now, back to the problem at hand: how to 
get to WALCO. “I guess I’d better get out and use 
shanks’ mare,” she said, handing the driver his fee 
and tip for the two-block ride and a fifteen-minute 
rest and recreation period. 

The minute she reached the sidewalk, traffic be- 
gan to move. She glanced back. Her former cab- 
bie waved, but it was too late. Someone else had 
already commandeered the taxi. 

Kim finally made it to WALCO by walking six 
blocks and then wedging herself into a bus. She 
was fifteen minutes late. Not that it was a matter 
of life and death; Mr. Rydell wouldn’t be in the 
office all day, so she was more or less her own boss. 
She just had to cover his phone, do some filing, and 
type a few letters. 

First, though, she’d get at that call to the Bureau 
of Motor Vehicles. She dialed, finally got through 
to the right department, gave the license number 
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of the Cadillac, and asked for the name and ad- 
dress of the owner. © 

“Who's calling, please?” asked a bored female 
clerk. “Is this an official inquiry?” 

“No, but . . .” stammered Kim. “My name is 
Kim Aldrich, and I— 

“I am sorry, madam; we cannot give out such in- 
formation,” the clerk interrupted, with all the en- 
thusiasm of a recorded message. 

Classified info, unless you happened to be a po- 
lice officer. Having drawn a blank, Kim was all the 
more determined to find out. 

How? Have someone phone for her and pretend 
to be an officer? Who? Colin? 

If she knew how to contact Colin, she wouldn't 
need to try to find out about the lawyer. If Colin 
was any sort of reporter at all, he’d have found out, 
of course, who the man was. And if he was doing 
a series on car thefts, he’d have done something, of 
course, about tracing the missing Cadillac—if he 
was really a reporter. 

If he’s a reporter, he must work for a newspaper, 
she reminded herself. There weren't all that many 
newspapers left in New York these days. One af- 
ter the other had closed down during the last few 
years. Just start at the beginning ... the New 
York Times. 

“Colin who?” asked the switchboard operator at 
the Times. “Ryan? What department is he in, 
please? . . . No Ryan listed. Could he be working 


38 KIM ALDRICH 


in advertising? ... No? ’'m sorry, madam.” 

No. Then try the Daily News. Try the Post, the 
Amsterdam News, the Village Voice. The Italian and 
Spanish language papers. And, as long as yourre 
phoning newspapers, ask for the city desk. Ask if 
there’s been an identification of the murdered man 
found in Central Park. 

Negative on Colin. Negative on the murder vic- 
tim. One city editor did suggest, strongly, that she 
tell him if she had any information on the park 
murder. She had to admit she had nothing but a 
vague idea... a possibility. 

“We're in the news business, remember?” he 
said. “Call me back if you have anything at all. 
We'll get a reporter on it right away.” 

Another editor suggested that she call the spe- 
cial police number set up for the murder case, if 
she had any information. “And don’t forget to let 
us in on it,” he added. 

Kim had a sudden inspiration. The Irish Echo. 
Yes, that was a newspaper, too—an Irish newspa- 
per. Colin Ryan was an Irish name, all right. 

Negative at the Echo. 

Meanwhile, she’d better get some work done 
for Mr. Rydell. It wouldn't do to have him come 
back from his business trip and find she had spent 
the company time only on her personal business. 

The minute she quit talking to newspapers, the 
phone rang. 

“Mr. Rydell’s office,” she said, her heart pound- 
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ing. Maybe the caller was Colin! 

“Hi, Kim,” said Dan Aldrich. 

“Dad!” Answer to a prayer! Her father was back 
in town. She'd meet him for lunch and tell him 
about last night, even at the risk of incurring his 
disapproval. He'd realize that it was important 
... that she might really have information about a 
crime. He’d take her to the morgue, too, to see if 
she could identify that body. A grisly thought, but 
if her dad were right there, she could cope. 

“Listen, Kim,” said her father, before she could 
begin to talk, “I’m in a phone booth, so I can’t talk 
long.” 

Her heart did a nose dive. That was their secret 
code. Whenever he said he was in a phone booth 
and short of time, it meant he was on a case and 
just wanted to alert the family that he'd be away 
for a while. 

But you just got back, she wanted to wail. I 
haven't even seen you. She didn’t say it, though, 
because that might blow his cover. The very pur- 
pose of the code was to throw off any possible lis- 
teners and prevent their knowing his plans, even if 
they suspected he might be an agent. 

“I had a couple of minutes and just called to 
check things out with you. Everything okay? You? 
Gerta?” 

“A-okay,” she answered. Well, it was true. She 
was okay, and Gerta was convalescing. They just 
weren't okay together, but there was no point in 
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worrying him, if he had to go on another case. 

“Look, Kim, none of your fun and games, okay? 
Stay out of planes for the time being, and dont 
make the Coast Guard go on a rescue mission.” 

“Okay,” she answered, forcing a light note into 
her voice. “And I won’t go near any avalanches. 
Especially, I'll stay away from avalanches.” 

“Good,” he approved, but the edge of worry per- 
sisted in his tone. “I'll see you soon. Have fun.” 

“See you,” she answered, and, as always at the 
end of a coded conversation, she wondered if she 
ever would really see him again. Drug smugglers, 
diamond smugglers, antigovernment groups build- 
ing up stockpiles of bombs, murderers—they were 
all part of Dan Aldrich’s life away from home. 

Kim rolled paper and carbons into her typewriter, 
flipped open her steno pad, and got to work tran- 
scribing the letters for her boss. 

“Dear Mr. Ryan,” she typed. 

“Rats!” Kim snatched the blunder from the ma- 
chine, lined up more paper and carbon, and began 
again. “And keep your head on straight,” she mut- 
tered. “The addressee’s name is Mack.” 

She managed to plow her way through three 
letters before her relief, Susie Jenkins from the typ- 
ing pool, showed up. Kim was about to wave her 
off and say she'd work right through her coffee 
break, but she decided to take her time off. 

The coffee shop was not her objective. Kim 
headed instead for the computer area. She knew a 
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couple of the men there, and maybe someone could 
help her come up with something. 

“Jimmy,” she began, “could you do me a big 
favor?” 

“Name it and it’s yours,” returned a stocky com- 
puter operator. 

‘Tve got the license number of a late-model 
Cadillac. Eldorado,” she told him. “I want to find 
the name of the owner. Can you dip into your 
monster’s memory bank and get it for me?” 

“Sure,” Jimmy answered. “Cadillac? What’s the 
engine number?” 

She didn’t have the engine number, just the Ii- 
cense number. 

“No way, then,” Jimmy explained. “WALCO in- 
surance policies are cross-indexed, of course. ] can 
call them up on the screen with either the name of 
the insured or with the engine number of his car— 
or even with his policy number. You have the pol- 
icy number?” 

Kim shook her head. 

Jimmy laughed ruefully. “Somebody goofed it up 
good. Seems as if you’d have a record of some- 
thing on the policy. What did the guy do, lose the 
policy and then total his car? Don’t you people up- 
stairs keep files?” 

“Whenever anything goes wrong, we blame it on 
the computers,” Kim quipped. “Surely you know 
that. Thanks, anyway.” No point in telling him 
she didn’t even know if the missing Cadillac was 
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insured with WALCO. That had only been a faint 
hope, a shot in the dark. Since Jimmy couldn't help 
her, there was nothing to be gained by arousing his 
curiosity. 

Back to the elevator. Back to her desk. She'd 
have done better to have coffee, because, come to 
think of it, she hadn’t had any breakfast, after all. 
She’d meant to, but she'd forgotten all about it 
when she heard the newscast about the murder vic- 
tim in the park. 

She sent Susie back to the typing pool and revved 
her typewriter again—then stalled her engine, be- 
cause she thought of one last avenue of approach 
she could try. 

True, her father wouldn’t be able to take her to 
the morgue, but maybe a reporter would. She 
dialed the city editor who had urged her to call 
back if she had any inspirations. 

“It's an idea, maybe not worth anything—” she 
began. 

“Let me be the judge of that,” he interrupted. 

“Well, as I said, it may be a dud... .” 

He was exasperated. “Look, I have a deadline to 
meet. Tell me what you know, or else—” 

“I just might possibly be able to identify the man 
who was murdered in the park,” she broke in 
quickly. 

“What? Why didn’t you say so in the first place? 
Have you called the police? No? Well, don’t. Don’t 
do anything. Don’t move. Yl send a reporter right 
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over. I'll send Porter. Give me your name and 
address.” 

Kim Aldrich, she told him. WALCO Building. 

“Sure, I know WALCO. What department, Miss 
Aldrich?” 

“There’s an information desk in the downstairs 
lobby. Just tell Mr. Porter to have the girl phone 
Mr. Rydell’s office.” 

“Rydell’s office. Got it. Now, don’t move for the 
next five minutes,” he ordered. 

“Oh, no, wait,” she protested. “I can’t talk to 
him until my lunch hour. One o'clock.” 

“Lunch hour? You're talking about a murder, 
and you can’t see a reporter until your lunch hour?” 

She was sorry, but that was the way it had to 
be. Oh, sure, she could talk to a reporter on com- 
pany time, but she couldn’t go out with him until 
her lunch hour. 

Lunch hour at the morgue. Gruesome thought! 
When she hung up, she had the distinct feeling 
that the city editor wondered if she were a crank. 
Newspapers and police departments always had 
a deluge of crank calls after a murder. All sorts 
of odd characters claimed to have information. 
Some of them even confessed to crimes with which 
they had absolutely no connection. 

Some editors, however, believed in checking out 
all possibilities. Sam Porter showed up at one 
o'clock, on the dot. 

He was a mild-mannered man with thinning hair 
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and horn-rimmed glasses. He walked with a per- 
manent forward lean, as if he were perpetually in 
a hurry. 

“Miss Aldrich?” he asked hopefully as Kim 
stepped from the express elevator and headed 
toward the information desk. 

Kim nodded. “Mr. Porter?” 

“Sam. Where can we go to talk?” 

“Couldn’t we talk on the way to the morgue?” 
she asked. 

“The morgue?” He was incredulous. “You want 
to go to the morgue?” 

She didn’t want to at all; she just thought she 
should. “I might be able to identify the victim. 
How could I do that without looking?” 

He shook his head in astonishment, then 
shrugged. “Suit yourself, but this is the first time 
in my life I ever had a girl ask me to take her— 
You won't faint on me, will you?” 

“Ive never fainted in my life,” said Kim firmly, 
hoping she wasn’t about to break her record. 

Enroute downtown, by cab, she gave him a 
sketchy outline of the events of the previous night. 
She ‘neglected to tell him Colin’s name out of a 
vague sense of loyalty. If Colin really was a re- 
porter writing a series on the car theft racket, she 
didn’t want to put the same idea into the mind of 
a rival reporter. 

Sam Porter was not impressed. In fact, he 
looked at her as if he, too, had a strong suspicion 
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that she was a kook. Kim was half inclined to 
agree with him. 

For all her bravado, she had never been in a 
morgue before, and when she did go inside, she 
was sure that, given a choice, she’d never go again. 
The macabre atmosphere of the place engulfed her 
immediately. 

A man in a white coat showed them into a large 
room with a cement floor. The walls were lined 
with drawers. The place was cold and dismal, 
brightly but cheerlessly illuminated by blue white 
fluorescent lights. Their guide went to one of the 
drawers and pulled it out. More cold hit Kim, the 
cold from what was, nightmarishly, an enormous 
refrigerator—a people refrigerator. 

The body of the murder victim was wrapped in a 
shroud. The attendant turned it back to expose 
the face. 

“Recognize him?” asked Sam. His voice sounded 
far away, as far as the tilting walls. “Is he one of 
the two strangers you met last night?” 

Kim had never seen the man before in her life. 

“Come on, kid, let’s get out of here.” Sam took 
her by the arm and steered her from the room, 
down the hall, and to the street. “You look a little 
green around the gills. What some people will do 
for kicks! Cadillac, car theft, two strange men 
who, for reasons unknown, mean so much to you 
that— Well, I give you points for originality, but 
tell your friends it’s not fun, after all. And tell 
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them that if they want a guided tour through the 
morgue, Sam Porter is not available.” 

“I didn’t make the story up,” Kim protested. 

‘Tl buy that. You certainly did not make up a 
story. You haven’t even got a plot. Just one inci- 
dent: a car theft. Big deal. That’s trite. Nobody will 
buy it.” 

“Thanks a lump,” muttered Kim. 


4 
between 
floors 


Kim went back to WALCO determined to drop the 
whole subject, if her queasy stomach would let 
her. Sam Porter was right; she had no story at all. 
If it were real, something would have happened 
by now, and there would be other people sharing 
the action with her. 

That’s how it had always worked out with her ad- 
ventures: people and action, plenty of both. This 
time she had nothing, simply because there was 
nothing. She had tried, out of sheer loneliness, to 
create an adventure. 

One thing was sure: Kim Aldrich wasn’t cut out 
for the solitary life. She had discovered, beyond a 
shadow of a doubt, that she wasn’t a loner. 

She left work early, telling herself it was because 
she still felt rocky after the visit to the morgue. 
That was true, but her real reason was that she 
was feeling chicken. It wasn’t like her even to 
think about such things, but the fact remained that 
she just plain wanted to get home before dark! 

So much for Kim Aldrich the Brave, who could 
take care of herself and asked only that her family 
give her a chance to prove it, she thought as she 
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let herself into the apartment. She closed the 
door, listened for the click of the lock, and leaned 
back, disgusted with herself. 

Suppose she had grown up in a small town and 
had a dream of coming to New York. Wouldn’t she 
be even more alone? 

Of course not, she answered herself. She 
couldn’t afford the rent, in the first place. Shed 
share an apartment with at least one other girl— 
or maybe she’d arrive already equipped with a nice 
husband. 

Kim wanted to get married someday. She’d come 
close a couple of times, but things hadn’t worked 
out. Well, someday. ... 

Meanwhile, she’d better stop the aimless day- 
dreaming, or someone would come with a net and 
take her to the funny farm. She was lightheaded, 
and that was a fact, but the reason was hunger. 
She hadn’t had a thing to eat all day. 

Start with a cup of tea, to see how it agrees with 
the Department of the Interior, she told herself, 
heading for the kitchen. She made a face when 
she saw the disastrous boiled eggs, still on the stove 
because there was no Gerta to clean up. She got 
rid of them in a hurry. 

Tea next. After that, she discovered she was 
starving, so she dug out a steak from the freezer 
and cooked it in the microwave oven. It tasted so 
good that she had another, plus some salad. 

That should keep her from severe malnutrition, 
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she told herself. It wasn’t a very funny line, but it 
was better than “The condemned girl ate a hearty 
meal.” 

She had to laugh. Good grief! Alone for twenty- 
four hours, and here she was, acting like a ding-a- 
ling heroine out of a Gothic novel. There were 
plenty of good Gothics, of course, but she meant the 
awful-awfuls, the ones in which the girl went look- 
ing for trouble and then, instead of doing something 
about it, burst into tears or fainted. 

Enough of the asinine introspection, she decided. 
She might as well admit that she was like a dog 
with a bone, once she got her mind on something— 
and she might as well go back to the study, stare 
out the window at the building across the street, 
and figure out what to do next. There was too a 
story, Sam Porter. So there! 

Fact: There had been a Cadillac parked across 
the street shortly after midnight. 

Fact: A man had come out of the building oppo- 
site and had tossed an attaché case into the car. Then 
he had gotten into the car, had gotten back out al- 
most immediately, and had gone back into the 
building. 

Fact: A beat-up car had parked beside the Cad- 
illac. Two men had raised its hood, then had 
opened the door of the Cadillac. One man had then 
started up the Cadillac and had driven away. The 
car had been stolen, right under Kim Aldrich’s nose. 

Correction: The theft was supposition. 
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Fact: Nosy Kim Aldrich had gone rushing down 
to the street and had crashed into Colin Ryan, a 
reporter. 

No, scratch that. Kim Aldrich had crashed into 
a tall man with sort of red hair, wearing a light tan 
raincoat—-the alleged Colin Ryan, alleged reporter. 

Fact: Owner of Cadillac had come back and— 

Correction: No proof of ownership. Also, no 
proof that the alleged Ryan and the alleged lawyer 
had even driven off together. They had deposited 
Kim inside her own building, and that was the 
last she had seen of them. 

Conclusion: Sam Porter was right. No story. 

A dead end was frustrating to Kim. She stared 
across the street. Somewhere, behind one of those 
windows, was somebody who had information. 
The alleged lawyer had been visiting someone— 
someone who probably really trusted the lawyer to 
take care of a will and who didn’t know that the 
will was missing .. . if it was still missing. 

Now, if she could only find out which apartment, 
which family. ... 

The doorman might know! For a fee, he just 
might be willing to tell her. 

Kim grabbed the binoculars, to study the door- 
man’s face and see if she could tell anything about 
his disposition. Then she did a double take. There 
was a man down there, talking to the doorman—a 
man with reddish hair. 

Kim plucked her jacket from the back of a chair, 
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snatched her purse, containing her keys, off the hall 
table, and was off running before she had time to 
remember that she was not, repeat not, going to 
rush up to people and then discover, to her chagrin, 
that they were complete strangers. 

Her momentum had carried her all the way 
across the street before she realized that her target 
was dressed in an ultraconservative oxford gray 
suit and topcoat. Not at all reporterlike, if one 
could generalize, as one shouldn’t. 

She was even more surprised to find she had 
been right the first time. It was Colin. “To coin a 
phrase, what are you doing here?” she asked. 

“Waiting for some information,” he answered im- 
perturbably. “It seemed like a good idea to find out 
for whom that lawyer was making and losing 
wills. I sent the doorman inside, with a twenty—” 

“Wait a second,” Kim broke in. “That won't 
work. It was after midnight, and there was a dif- 
ferent crew on duty.” 

“Never underestimate the knowledge of a door- 
man,” said Colin solemnly. “They know all. 
Yours, for example, probably even knows your tele- 
phone number, your unlisted number.” 

There was satisfaction in knowing he had tried 
to call her. 

“A unique breed, the doorman,” mused Colin. 
“Did you know that our illustrious mayor was the son 
of a doorman? Fact. The papers always refer to 
him as the scion of a wealthy Park Avenue family, 
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but his old man was really a doorman.” 

Kim snickered. “You’re making that up.” 

“Nope, its true. Not that there’s anything 
wrong with being a doorman. The old man was 
rich, for sure. Saved his tips, both the kind that 
jingled and those concerning the stock market. 
Invested wisely and turned a neat buck, did Papa, 
and he sent Sonny to the best prep schools, to col- 
lege, and to law school. Sometimes I think I should 
have been a doorman... .” 

Kim couldn’t tell if he was serious or if he was a 
deadpan tease, but one part of his story was true. 
The doorman came back out of the building and 
handed Colin a note. He glanced at it, stuffed it 
into his pocket, nodded his thanks, and headed for 
the entrance. Kim tagged right along. 

They stepped into an elegant lobby with a black 
and white tiled floor—a black and white marble 
tiled floor. There were mirrored walls, enormous 
crystal chandeliers, potted palms, and dracaenas. 
There were fresh flowers on a console, and on a li- 
brary table was current reading material. Nothing 
frivolous, Kim noted: Business Week, Forbes, the 
Wall Street Journal. 

A discreet but determined switchboard operator 
had absolutely no intention of letting them just look 
up a name on the roster and get into a self-service 
elevator. Not on her life. 

Colin tried to outwit her, bypassing the roster and 
going directly to the desk. “The Carter apartment, 
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please. May I have the number?” 

“Your name, sir?” 

‘Tm one of their attorneys,” Colin countered. 
“I'm expected. This is my secretary.” 

“Are you with Mr. Jackson’s firm?” she per- 
sisted courteously. 

“Yes, of course,” Colin answered coolly. 

Oh, clever. At least, now they knew the name 
of the lawyer’s firm. Kim made a mental note of 
the name. 

“‘Tll ring the Carter residence and see if you may 
go up,” said the operator. 

Colin reached out and put his hand on hers, giv- 
ing her a winning smile. “Please don’t,” he said, 
his face sobering. “I'm sure you understand. Un- 
der the circumstances, I’d rather not have their 
phone ring. In case someone’s . . . resting.” 

“I understand,” the woman answered in a fune- 
real voice. “Wasn't it awful? Honestly, I just don’t 
know. .. .” Once her calm had cracked, she seemed 
unable to stop talking. “Poor Mr. Carter. Poor Mrs. 
Carter. And that poor baby! Some people spend their 
whole lives envying the rich. Ha! All the money in 
the world couldn’t make up for—” 

“Terrible,” murmured Colin, stemming the tide. 
“The apartment number?” 

What was the matter with him? Kim wondered. 
She had a horrible feeling that her instincts had 
been right. Lost will, and now something had hap- 
pened to someone in the Carter family. But what? 
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Colin could have gotten the story if he'd just 
kept his mouth shut for a couple of minutes. In- 
stead, he took her arm and led her to the elevator 
indicated by the switchboard operator. 

“Why didn’t you wait?” she groaned after the 
door slid closed silently and the elevator began to 
rise. 

“I already know,” Colin answered. “My hunch 
was right. This smelled like a story. It’s a sort of 
sixth sense you develop. I didn’t know exactly 
what to do about it, but I had my ear to the ground.” 

“And?” she prompted. 

“And this morning, we got a wire story. .. .” 

“Wire story?” 

“Teletype,” he said impatiently, “about the death 
of one Robert Carter, a resident of this street. I 
dropped by here for two reasons: to con the door- 
man into giving me the name of the family our 
lawyer from last night visited and to find out if 
Carter lived at this street number—or, rather, if 
the known number of Carter’s address matched the 
number of this building. One plus one equaled 
two. A match.” 

He added that as soon as they finished visiting 
the Carter apartment, Kim was out of the picture. 
Events were piling up into something dangerous. 
She could read all about it later. 

Kim Aldrich wasn’t about to be dumped from 
what was just as much her adventure as his. 

“How did Mr. Carter die?” she asked. 
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Then her heart flipped. The elevator stopped— 
between floors. 

She was trapped inside with . . . with whom? 
Areporter? An auto thief? A consummate liar? 


5 
it might be 
dangerous 


Kim fought against the impulse to beat against the 
door of the elevator and shout, “Let me out!” 

Claustrophobia, the abnormal fear of being 
closed in, was somehow worse the second time 
around, even worse than being trapped under a 
snowslide. At least dying in an avalanche was, in 
one way, a natural death. The victim went through 
a stage of terror, yes, but this was later replaced 
by a feeling of warmth, of even an odd elation. 

Being trapped in an elevator with the unknown 
was very different. Kim wheeled to face the danger. 

“Hey, take it easy,” said Colin. “Oh, hey, now, it’s 
all right.” He patted her shoulder. “I wouldn’t for 
the world want anything to frighten you. It’s 
okay....” 

She believed him. For a moment, she wondered 
why, but then supposed that it was something to do 
with the look of honesty and decency in his eyes— 
the look that had attracted her when she first saw 
him. Reassured, she managed a small smile. 

Colin returned the smile, then, without warning, 
tilted her chin and kissed her lightly. 

Startled, with cheeks blazing, Kim quickly backed 
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away from him. “That's not okay!” she said sharp- 
ly, even though it had been okay, but he didn’t have 
to know that just yet. “We'd better find some way 
out of here!” She hoped she sounded a lot angrier 
than she actually felt. 

Getting out was no problem, Colin assured her. 
He had stopped the elevator on purpose, so he could 
clue her in on the latest developments. 

“Thanks a lot for telling me, after you practically 
scared me to death, as well as... .” 

“Sorry.” He wasted no further time on apologies 
and went on with a quick briefing. 

Last night, he had driven Mr. Jackson to a serv- 
ice station. (Kim wondered why Colin assumed 
that their man was Jackson.) The lawyer jumped 
out and said to forget the whole thing, that his car 
was either here or not. If not, he’d rewrite the will 
and then report the theft. 

“In other words, he was telling me, loud and 
clear, to butt out of his business and not follow him 
inside to check things out. What with one thing 
and another, legal double-talk and stuff, he neglect- 
ed to give me his name,” Colin continued. 

“A good reporter doesn’t just accept the brush- 
off,” he said. “I went back to the garage. The me- 
chanic said the guy really had phoned for service, 
but when he got to the address, he just figured that 
the car had started, after all. 

“He was surprised that Mr. Jackson bothered to 
stop off later and pay him for the road call, since his 
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“So that’s how you found out that he’s Jackson. 
Well, did you find out whether or not Mr. Jackson 
reported the theft?” 

“The mechanic assumed he had. No way to 
prove it, of course, but maybe he came to his senses 
and phoned the police. He’s in a spot, now that his 
client is dead,” mused Colin. 

“You wouldn’t think a lawyer would be so care- 
less as to leave the attaché case, except who thinks 
of things like that when his new car won't start? 
Incidentally, how did the doorman find out whom 
My, Jackson was visiting?” 

“Easy,” said Colin. “The switchboard operator 
in a fancy place like this usually keeps a list of all 
visitors, along with the time of arrival and depar- 
ture. Security measure for the wealthy residents.” 

In any event, Colin’s nose for news had paid off. 
Even more important than any possible story was 
the necessity to tell someone in the Carter family 
about the lost will. 

Poor Mr. Jackson, thought Kim. 

Colin felt sorry for him, too, but he felt even 
sorrier for the Carter family. 

Carter . . . Carter . . . Kim mused. Now that 
she had her teeth into something more concrete 
than last night’s nebulous happenings, she had a 
feeling that the name should mean something. She 
struggled to pull it out of the back of her mind as 
Colin pushed the start button and sent them up. 
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Carter. What was it about that name? 

“What happened to Mr. Carter?” she asked as 
the elevator stopped and the door opened soundless- 
ly. “How did he die? Was he killed? Murdered?” 

Colin steered her out of the cage and into a small, 
red-carpeted hall. This was a case of real elegance, 
Kim thought. There was only one apartment en- 
trance on each floor served by each elevator—the 
epitome of privacy. 

“Car crash,” said Colin. “According to the wire 
story, Carter and his wife were driving up the Storm 
King Highway to their. country place overlooking 
the Hudson. I guess the road was still wet from the 
rain, or they could have hit an oil slick. Spun 
clear through the guardrail. Carter was killed out- 
right. Mrs. Carter is in critical condition.” 

“How awful,” Kim murmured. “When did it 
happen?” 

“Around three A.M.” 

“What in the world were they doing driving at 
that hour?” 

Colin shrugged. Lots of people preferred to get 
up early, or stay up, to be on the road before any 
traffic buildup—especially those who enjoyed driv- 
ing high-powered cars at high speeds. 

Kim grabbed his hand to keep him from ringing 
the Carters’ bell. “What about the child? You and 
that switchboard operator said there was one. Was 
he...she....” 

“Apparently the child wasn’t with them,” Colin 
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said. “Nothing in the wire story about a child. 
There'll probably be more details on the late news.” 

Kim remembered now. Of course! The Carters, 
Robert and Marjorie, were insured with WALCO! 
The original policy, taken out at the time of their 
marriage five years ago, was a survivor policy, to be 
paid to whichever outlived the other. There were a 
couple of cousins listed as next of kin, beneficiaries 
in the event of the simultaneous deaths of the 
Carters. 

“About three years ago,” Kim explained, “a rider 
was attached to the policy, naming their daughter, 
Gretchen, as beneficiary in case of the death of both 
parents.” 

It was a tragic story. The Carters seemed to 
have everything, Kim continued: wealth, good 
looks, and a child. But Gretchen was hopelessly re- 
tarded and blind. 

“I didn’t realize they lived here. I vaguely re- 
member a Park Avenue address,” she added. 
“Come to think of it, they probably just moved here 
about three months ago. I guess I’ve seen her, 
even talked to the mother—tried to talk, I should 
say.” 

One Saturday, Kim had stopped to smile at a per- 
fectly enchanting child in a stroller. “She’s beauti- 
ful,” she said, leaning over to coax an answering 
smile from the tiny girl. 

There was no reaction at all, and Kim had glanced 
up at the mother. The young woman’s face was 
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“Oh, I'm so sorry. Forgive me,” Kim said. “Can 
anything be done?” 

“Don’t you think we've tried?” snapped the wom- 
an, snatching the child out of the stroller and rush- 
ing into the building. 

“I saw her one other time,” Kim told Colin. “She, 
the little girl, was out walking with another woman, 
a nanny, I guess. She was actually smiling and 
holding the nurse’s hand. Then the mother came 
along. She was furious, for some reason, and 
picked the child up and carried her indoors.” 

An overprotective mother, Kim had figured, not 
blaming her entirely but grieving for the youngster, 
nonetheless. Even a blind child needs to learn to 
get along in society. But a blind and severely re- 
tarded child? Oh, that poor little kid. Her father 
was dead, and her mother might die, and then who 
would take care of her? 

It hit Kim like a ton of bricks. “This is horrible! 
Don’t you see? That new will, the one that got lost, 
probably includes arrangements for Gretchen... .” 

Colin pushed the bell. 

The door opened a crack, just enough for Kim to 
glimpse a woman in uniform, a maid wearing a 
crisp white apron. “Please leave, or I shall call the 
security officer,’ she said. “You have no business 
coming up here without being announced.” 

Now that Kim thought of it, she couldn’t see the 
point of their being there. They couldn’t tell Mr. 
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Carter about the will; he was dead, poor man. 
And his wife was in the hospital, perhaps dying. 

Colin insisted that he had some absolutely vital 
information. He had to get it to someone in author- 
ity immediately. Could the maid possibly give him 
the name of the executor of Mr. Carter’s estate? 

The maid was shocked at the idea that she would 
give out such information, even if she knew, which 
she didn’t. 

“How about his secretary? Might his business 
associates be able to help?” 

“Whatever your business is, you'll have to discuss 
it with Mr. Carter’s lawyer,” she snapped. 

“Mr. Jackson, yes,” said Colin. “Can you give 
me the number of his firm?” 

She relented a bit. “You know Mr. Jackson?” 

Of course he knew Mr. Jackson, Colin told her. 
He had been with him last night, after the lawyer 
had left the Carter apartment. 

“If you know him so well, why don’t you know 
his firm?” she countered. 

It was just one of those things, Colin said. He and 
Mr. Jackson knew each other socially, not through 
business. He had never thought to ask him. Very 
probably, the lawyer had mentioned it at one time 
or another. Probably he, Colin, had just failed to 
pay enough attention to remember it. 

“Look, I can imagine how upset you are about the 
accident, but I really have to give someone the in- 
formation, for Gretchen’s sake,” he pleaded. 
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At the mention of the little girl, the maid burst 
into tears. “Oh, that poor child, that poor baby.” 
Then she pulled herself together. “All right; I 
can tell you the firm. It’s Wilkens, Turner, and 
Jackson. I don’t know the number. I'm... sorry. I 
hope you can do something for Gretchen... .” 

He was certainly going to try, Colin promised. 
She could bet her life on that. “And thank you. 
You’ve been most helpful.” 

Kim felt all mixed up as they rode down in the 
elevator. What good would it do to contact Mr. 
Jackson, anyway? He already knew the will was 
lost. He had either found it or he hadn't. Of 
course, if she didn’t know which, she’d never be 
able to relax again. 

“We don’t even know if Mr. Jackson has heard 
of the accident,” Colin said as they stepped out into 
the lobby. 

He took time to stop at the desk and thank the 
switchboard operator, then took Kim’s arm and pi- 
loted her out the door. “We've got to make sure he 
knows. If he does, and if he got his car—and the 
will—back, okay. If not, he’d better hightail it up 
the Hudson and get Mrs. Carter to sign a new 
will before she dies, too. That is, if the changes in 
the will are vital, and they must be, or they wouldn't 
have had a lawyer over so late at night.” 

“This whole thing, this mess, could have been 
avoided,” Kim mused. “Mr. Jackson said his client 
wrote in the changes by hand on the original. Why 
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didn’t he do the same on the copy? If he had, 
then one copy would still be with the Carters’ belong- 
ings, where it should be.” 

“You know lawyers. Theyre compulsively neat. 
And Jackson probably wanted to make it a big deal, 
to justify his fat fee. Besides, nobody could have 
foreseen that the will would disappear and Mr. 
Carter would be killed, at practically the same 
time.” 

Kim came to her senses with a start and glanced 
at her watch. It was almost five o'clock. If they 
didn’t phone Mr. Jackson in a hurry, his office 
would be closed for the day, and here they were, 
standing on the sidewalk, wasting time. 

The same thought struck Colin. “Where’s the 
nearest phone around here?” 

Obviously the nearest phone was in the Aldrich 
apartment. Kim had acute misgivings about his go- 
ing there with her, with no Gerta around. She 
didn’t, after all, know anything about Colin, except 
that she was attracted to him—and she certainly 
didn’t want it to be a troublesome situation. 

On the other hand, she didn’t have much choice. 
“Come on. My place.” Together, they darted 
through traffic to the other side of the street. 

The lobby of Kim’s building was not as opulent as 
that of the Carters, but it was spacious and attrac- 
tive. There were scenic murals on the wall facing 
the entrance door, a floral arrangement on a 
table, comfortable yellow chairs. A doorman was 


THE DEEP SIX 65 


on duty during the day and evening shifts but not at 
night. The night guard was the elevator operator. 
During the day, the lifts were self-service. 

The doorman raised an inquisitive eyebrow at 
Kim and her companion. He probably knew that the 
rest of the Aldrich family and Gerta were all away. 
Kim volunteered no explanation, of course, but just 
smiled and led the way inside. 

The elevator seemed to take forever. It was zero 
hour when she opened the door and rushed into the 
study to grab the phone book. She dialed, listened 
for the first ring, then handed the phone to Colin. 

They waited and waited. At last an impatient 
voice said, “Wilkens, Turner, and Jackson.” 

“Is Mr. Jackson there?” asked Colin. 

“No, Mr. Jackson is not here,” said the voice. 
“Everyone has left. I was just locking up when 
you called. If you would care to leave your name, 
Mr. Jackson can return your call when he gets 
hack.” 

“You mean he’s coming back to the office later 
this evening?” 

“I don’t mean that at all. Mr. Jackson is out of 
town.” 

Kim, leaning close so she could hear, groaned. 

Could she tell him where to reach Mr. Jackson? 
Colin asked. 

No, she could not. 

Would she please give him Mr. Jackson’s home 
phone number? 
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“Certainly not.” The secretary, or whoever she 
was, was incensed. 

“Well, then, will you be so kind as to tell me 
Mr. Jackson’s hometown?” 

“Definitely, no.” She was outraged at his persis- 
tent requests for information. 

“Then throw me a bone, like a good girl,” Colin 
begged. “Just tell me his first name, and Ill start 
checking Manhattan, Westchester, Connecti- 
cut....” 

“You wouldn’t find it. Mr. Jackson has an un- 
listed number.” She was triumphant. 

What a character. Kim made a face, as if she 
had swallowed raw vinegar. 

Colin shrugged. “She’s just doing her job. My 
paper does the same thing to protect our privacy. 
If you called, you’d be told that such information is 
never given out. You could leave a message, and 
hope for a return call, or write me a letter.” 

“What paper do you work for?” asked Kim. 
When he told her, she laughed ruefully. They cer- 
tainly had protected his privacy. 

“Nice place you have here,” Colin remarked, 
prowling around the study and glancing at the 
books in the shelves. “Your father’s a lawyer? Or 
are these books your husband’s?” 

“My father’s. And, yes, he’s a lawyer.” Dan Al- 
drich was still a member of the bar, though he had 
joined the FBI. “Can I get you a drink or some- 
thing?” she added, remembering her manners—and 
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remembering that it wasn’t a good idea. 

Colin laughed. “I have a feeling you're no great 
shakes as a bartender. As a matter of fact, I’d like 
to take you out for dinner. Someplace romantic, 
complete with gypsy violins.” 

Kim had finished two club steaks only a short 
while ago, but she wasn’t about to admit it. “Love- 
ly,” she said promptly, then blushed to the roots of 
her hair because she had jumped the gun. He 
didn’t mean tonight. He meant a vague “some- 
time.” 

‘Tll call you, okay? Tonight I have an errand to 
run, and Id better get started,” Colin said. 

It was hopeless trying to track Mr. Jackson 
down, he told her. The worst of it was the possi- 
bility that Jackson didn’t know about the Carters’ 
accident. If he were out of town on business, he 
might not even have heard a newscast. 

‘I'm going to drive up to the Carters’ country 
place, see if I can get in, see if someone will tell me 
what hospital Mrs. Carter is in. Unless Jackson 
is already there, I'll try to see Mrs. Carter—tell her 
she’s got to get another lawyer and sign a new 
will.” 

There it was, the thing about Colin that had at- 
tracted Kim in the first place. He was decent. 
IIe was willing to become involved in others’ 
troubles. 

“It takes one to know one. I’m going with you,” 
she announced, 
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“You're right; it does take one to know one. I 
recognized you. It’s the reason I let you get this in- 
volved, because I was afraid you'd go digging into 
things on your own. I'll tell you what happens— 
that’s a promise—but you're not invited on this 
trip.” 

“Why?” she demanded. “Give me one good rea- 
son.” 

“Tm a reporter,” he said, “and I have a press 
pass. Besides, it might be dangerous.” 

If Colin had known her a little better, he would 
not have added that warning. It was an open in- 
vitation to Kim Aldrich. 

“Tm going,” she said flatly. 


6 
the curious 
butler 


“If you don’t take me, Colin Ryan, I'll drive myself,” 
Kim said. “I mean it.” 

“You don’t even know what town the Carter place 
is near.” 

That wouldn’t stop her. She knew enough for a 
start, because the accident had happened on the 
Storm King and because Colin had told her the 
place was on the Hudson. 

“If I have to, I'll stop in every town and ask,” she 
announced. “Better yet, Ill go to the scene of the 
accident and from there to police headquarters. 
ll ask. They'll know.” 

“You remind me of a scrappy little terrier.” 

“Fearless, that’s me,” she said. “My father al- 
ways accuses me of being like a dog with a bone, re- 
fusing to let go.” 

“Terriers, especially Irish terriers, are also very 
affectionate,” he teased. “Does that apply to you, 
too?” 

She blushed—and then blushed for having 
blushed in the first place. “I’m not an Irish terrier. 
I'm not even Irish.” 

“You could be, by marriage, at least,” he said un- 
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smilingly—but his eyes twinkled. 

That stopped her cold. She couldn’t even tell if 
he meant it or if he was teasing, and no matter how 
intriguing the idea, there was no time to pursue 
it. “’m going, and that’s definite,” she said. “Il 
whip up a couple of sandwiches, in case you're 
starving to death.” 

“Not a bad idea. We can eat them on the way.” 
Colin had conceded; Kim was in on the action. 

Moments later, they were in the dirty blue Chevy, 
working their way across town to Riverside Drive, 
then north to the George Washington Bridge. The 
bridge lights were already on, hanging like gar- 
lands on a Christmas tree. It was a lovely sight and 
one that never failed to enchant Kim, no matter 
how often she saw it. 

Tonight it looked especially beautiful, perhaps 
because of an interesting man whose eyes crinkled 
up with suppressed humor . . . whose mouth 
held the signs of stubbornness when he talked 
about little Gretchen Carter. It was good to know 
someone who regarded someone else’s problem as 
his own. 

“Incidentally,” said Colin, “I gave the police the li- 
cense number of the old car the hoods arrived in. I 
figured they could check it out and see if the owner 
had a record.” 

“What did they find?” asked Kim. 

“Drew a blank. They said there’s no such num- 
ber at all. Must have written it down wrong,” he 


THE DEEP SIX 71 


admitted. “That’s the kind of thing that bugs me. 
When I do a careless thing like that, I think maybe 
I really should have been a doorman or some- 
thing.” 

They stopped to pay the bridge toll on the New 

Jersey side, then peeled their eyes for their turnoff. 
If they didn’t keep a sharp eye out, they could miss 
it and wind up in Fort Lee or Hackensack or on the 
Jersey Turnpike, going south. 
“Next right,” Kim sang out. “Quick, nine-H 
is...” 
They cut to the right lane just in time and head- 
ed north to the Storm King. Some twenty minutes 
later, they began to watch for the scene of last 
night’s accident. They were still watching forty-five 
minutes later, when they almost took Mr. Carter’s 
route right through the guardrail. 

There were police barriers and reflectors to 
wam motorists, but there was enough oil on the 
road to throw Colin’s car into a sickening skid. Kim 
checked her seat belt, then bent her elbow and 
pressed her head down, hard against it, on the 
dash. Standard operating procedure in an im- 
pending crash. 

For a split second that seemed like eternity, it 
was anybody’s guess. Then, wonder of wonders, 
they stayed on the road. 

“Too close for comfort,” muttered Colin, slowing 
to a decorous thirty miles an hour. He compliment- 
cd her on having had the good sense to keep quiet 
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and not grab the wheel—or his arm. 

He needn’t have worried on either score. Kim 
had long ago learned not to make matters worse in 
an emergency. Sometimes the hardest thing in 
the world was to do nothing at all. 

They stopped at a garage and asked directions to 
the Carter place. 

“Take the first left,” the man told them. “Two 
miles, then a right on Wildwood Lane. Then watch 
on your right. There are stone gateposts. The 
name of the place is on the posts: Niederhurst.” 

“Thanks,” chorused Kim and Colin. 

“Don’t thank me,” the man answered, with a 
short laugh. “You'll never get in, Mac—not in that 
car. If you had a Chrysler Imperial or a Cadillac, 
you might stand a chance.” 

“He’s got a point,” Colin agreed as they drove off. 
“This car serves its purpose most of the time, but 
it’s hardly the type to be welcomed with open arms 
in this case. Too late to worry about it, though.” 

Department of hindsight, thought Kim. They 
could have taken her little Triumph. It was stashed 
away in the garage under her apartment building, 
all clean and shiny red. A sports car was accept- 
able, even among Cadillacs. Lots of wealthy peo- 
ple had big cars for long trips and comfort and 
sports cars for fun. 

It wouldn’t have mattered, she realized as they 
reached the stone gates. There was a heavy chain 
barring the way. 
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Colin, however, was not about to give up. He 
fished a flashlight from the glove compartment, got 
out, and simply lifted the chain from the hook on 
one side. 

“That simplifies things,” he chuckled, climbing 
back in. “Saves the trouble of cutting it with a 
hacksaw.” 

Kim’s jaw dropped. Would he really do that? 

“Probably, if I had to,” Colin answered. 

He whistled through his teeth as they followed a 
long, sweeping road past three—count’em: three— 
attractive houses. Gardeners house, chauffeur’s 
house, guesthouse, he surmised. A full-fledged 
estate. No wonder the garage attendant considered 
a dirty old Chevy out of place here. 

The main house was enormous and ugly. It was 
three stories high, constructed of. yellowish stones, 
and it was square, like a box. There was a porte 
cochere, where visitors could alight from their cars, 
sheltered from inclement weather. It was a mas- 
sive house, built to withstand the elements but to- 
tally lacking in imagination and artistry. 

Someone cared about artistry, though, because 
there was a huge, curved, flagstone terrace lead- 
ing from the entrance to the very edge of a cliff 
overlooking the Hudson. The terrace ended at a 
protective fieldstone wall on which was mounted 
an enormous telescope. Someone, probably not the 
original owner, had had imagination, after all, Kim 
decided. It would be fun to look down at the boats 
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on the river and up at the stars. 

Colin lifted the brass knocker on the massive oak 
door, let it drop, and waited, whistling soundlessly. 
A stiffly correct butler, black-coated and black-tied, 
appeared. He frowned slightly when he saw the 
Chevy, smoothed his face instantly, and looked cold- 
ly at the uninvited arrivals. 

The Great Stone Face, Kim thought. He seemed a 
more formidable barrier than the chain across the 
pate. 

“Ym a member of Mr. Jackson’s law firm,” Colin 
announced. “This is my secretary.” 

The butler looked skeptical and glanced pointed- 
ly from the dirty car to Colin. Colin outstared him 
and won a minor concession. The butler let them 
into a foyer that was larger than most living rooms. 

“Wait here, please,” said the butler. “I shall 
consult Mrs. Campbell.” 

Whoever she is, Kim thought, looking around. 
The inside of the house, so far, was as different 
from the outside as night from day. From the 
polished parquet floor, to the mahogany chairs up- 
holstered in soft yellow leather, to the magnificent 
sweep of the stairway, it bore the stamp of a top in- 
terior designer unhampered by budgetary restric- 
tions. Billy Baldwin, perhaps; at least, someone 
of the caliber to handle such jobs in the grandest 
manner. 

“Nice little country cottage,” Colin said, grinning 
impishly. 
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He received a disapproving look from the butler, 
who had reappeared silently. Peasants! he seemed 
to be thinking. 

Kim wanted to laugh. There was something ex- 
cruciatingly funny about the hauteur of such peo- 
ple. Their employers were usually far less formal 
—-in fact, warm and friendly. In a way, though, it 
was a shame that such butlers were a vanishing 
breed. 

“Your names, please? Mrs. Campbell will re- 
ceive you in the library.” He led the way past a 
drawing room, a formal dining room, and the curv- 
ing stairway. At the far end of the huge entrance 
hall, the butler paused in a doorway and an- 
nounced, “Miss Aldrich . . . Mr. Ryan,” and 
stood aside to let them pass. 

It was a cheerful room, with book-lined walls, 
leaded windows with deep window seats, and a fire 
burning on the hearth. Mrs. Campbell, who had 
been sitting on a couch with a beautiful little girl 
about three years old, rose to greet them. Gently, 
she patted the child’s cheek, telling her to wait right 
there for just a moment. 

Kim, remembering the scene with Mrs. Carter on 
the street, recognized Gretchen. 

Mrs. Campbell was dressed in soft blue gray. 
Her dark hair was cut short, curling around her 
face. Natural curls, too, Kim could see instantly. 
Iler eyes were as blue as Kim’s own. A no-nonsense 
person and nice, definitely nice—Kim’s kind of per- 
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son, with warmth and intelligence. 

“Please sit down,” Mrs. Campbell suggested, mo- 
tioning the visitors to the other couch flanking the 
fireplace, then resuming her seat beside Gretchen. 
“A little sherry, perhaps? No? Then what may I do 
for you?” 

When Kim and -Colin fumbled for some way to 
begin, she leaned toward them, controlled but wor- 
ried. “There’s nothing wrong with the will, is 
there?” 

“Which will do you mean?” asked Colin care- 
fully. 

“The new one, of course,” she said. 

Colin took the bull by the horns and suggested 
that she tell them about the new will. That nearly 
finished his chances. It took some explaining, some 
convincing, that he and Kim were here on the out- 
side chance that they could be of help in a tragic 
situation. 

“I may as well admit it,” Colin said at last. “We 
have reason to believe that the new will was lost. 
Now, we may be making a mountain out of a mole- 
hill; the will may have been found by now, or a new 
will may have been drawn up and signed.” 

Mrs. Campbell, her face white, elected to be- 
lieve them. The will, she explained, gave custody 
of Gretchen to her and her husband, in the event 
of the deaths of both parents. The old will, drawn 
up before Gretchen’s birth, naturally named no 
guardian or trustee of Gretchen’s estate. 
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“There are two distant cousins,” Mrs. Campbell 
continued. “They were named as beneficiaries in 
the original will.” 

“That will could be fought in a court of law,” 
Colin interjected. “Gretchen would not be left as 
a public charge.” 

“No,” Kim broke in. “She'd be wealthy, anyway. 
There’s a rider on an enormous insurance policy 
naming her-—” 

“It isn’t the money,” Mrs. Campbell broke in. 
“Don’t you see? I love this child. My husband and 
I would devote our lives to giving her every chance. 
The cousins— Well, it wouldn’t much matter 
whether or not they inherited every cent. Theyd 
have control of the estate. 

“The judge would give custody to the next of kin, 
the cousins,” she went on. “He’d practically have 
to, if there were no will to the contrary. They don’t 
care about Gretchen; they'd slap her into an institu- 
tion so fast that it would make your head spin. 
The money would be theirs. It’s as simple as that.” 

She picked the little girl up and held her, as if 
ready to fight off the world. Wonderful woman, 
thought Kim, asking only to give full time to pro- 
tecting one of God’s truly defenseless creatures. 

It hurt her to look at Gretchen. She looked like a 
storybook child, completely lovely—but she would 
be forever unable to run and play, to learn, to even 
mature. The only sign of recognition she displayed 
was the way she clung to her nurse. It would be 
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catastrophic, absolutely intolerable, if the little 
girl’s only security were taken from her. 

“Mrs. Carter took her to a succession of doctors, 
but she finally gave up hope,” said Mrs. Campbell. 
“She refused to subject her to further examinations, 
Gretchen and | think a tough approach would be bet- 
ter, don’t we, darling? 

“We have not exhausted all possibilities. Per- 
haps muscle programming is the answer.” In such 
a program, she explained, volunteers are enlisted to 
work hour by hour, month by month, putting the 
handicapped child through the motions a normal in- 
fant would make, creeping and so on. 

“The hope is that artificially imposed motions give 
the child control of his body and, eventually, con- 
trol of his mind,” she said. “Some of the results are 
amazing. One boy—he was like this—graduated 
from high school. He thanked his classmates for 
giving him his life, and they gave him a standing 
ovation.” 

That was enough for Kim. “Give us the name of 
the hospital. We'll visit Mrs. Carter and see if it’s 
possible for her to sign a new will, while she still 
has time.” 

Mrs. Campbell told them it was Mercy Hospital, 
about six miles away. “I’m afraid you won’t be able 
to do anything,” she added. “Mrs. Carter is on the 
critical list.” : 

‘It’s worth a try,” said Colin, standing up. “Call it 
an act of faith.” 
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Or wishful thinking, thought Kim, knowing that 
the exquisite little face would haunt her all the 
days and nights of her life if they failed—except 
that, in her nightmares, the blank eyes would 
change to reflect terror. 

“If Mrs. Carter . . . doesn’t make it, wouldn’t 
the cousins let you go on taking care of Gretchen?” 
Kim was clutching at straws. 

“Perhaps.” Mrs. Campbell was skeptical. “I 
shouldn’t have accused the cousins, the Grangers, 
of course. I scarcely know them. It’s just that 'm 
so afraid. The temptation, with all that mon- 
cy, would be so great... .” 

The temptation could even be rationalized, Kim 
thought, feeling sick. The argument would go like 
this: It’s better for the child to be under the care of 
an entire staff of professionals experienced in such 
cases. 

The cousins would be able to find a doctor to 
agree. Maybe the doctor would even be right, in 
the end, but Kim couldn't believe it. She kept imag- 
ining Gretchen torn from her only security. 

“Let’s go,” Colin said. Once outside, he added, 
“And let’s hope the butler isn’t in cahoots with the 
cousins. Did you notice? He was right there, near 
the door of the library, the whole time.” 

“Oh, come on,” scoffed Kim. “The-butler-done-it 
story went out of style years ago.” 

Nonetheless, she, too, had noticed the butler. 


7 
blowout or 
bullet? 


Mercy Hospital was red brick, built in pavilion 
style, with the wings spreading out from a center 
hub, like the spokes of a wheel. This form of ar- 
chitecture gave every room an outside exposure. 

Attractive as it was, it was a hospital, and Kim 
Aldrich did not share her sister’s love of any of 
them. Their mother had died in a hospital. Cindy 
decided to try to fight back and ease pain and suf- 
fering by becoming a nurse. Kim, after some soul- 
searching, had faced the truth: She just wasn’t the 
type, and she would never learn to like hospitals. 

Sometimes, however, they couldn’t be avoided, 
so Kim marched herself across the red ceramic-tiled 
floor of the lobby to the visitors’ desk. She asked 
for directions to Mrs. Carter’s room. 

The volunteer worker, a white-haired woman in 
a blue smock, consulted a card file. “I’m sorry,” she 
said. “Mrs. Carter is not permitted visitors.” 

Both Kim and Colin reflected such dismay that 
the volunteer relented and suggested that they 
go to the sixth floor, east, and wait in the solarium 
next to the intensive-care unit. Dr. Migel, the 
chief surgeon, was making rounds and would stop 
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in I.C.U. to see Mrs. Carter. They could talk to 
him after that. 

“Do you have any information about Mrs. Car- 
ter’s condition?” asked Kim. 

“She’s listed as critical, in a coma. I’m sorry,” 
said the volunteer. 

Kim and Colin rode up to the sixth floor, stopped 
at the nurses’ station, and asked that they be noti- 
fied when the surgeon arrived. They followed a dis- 
creet sign to the solarium. 

There was only one person in the room. He was 
standing at the window, looking out, his shoulders 
nervously tensed. He turned and stared at them in 
disbelief. 

“What in the world are you doing here?” de- 
manded Mr. Jackson. 

Kim was every bit as surprised as he. She col- 
lected herself enough to ask if his car had been 
found. The answer was no, so that thin hope was 
gone. 

“Did Mrs. Carter regain consciousness at all?” 
asked Colin. “Did you get her signature on a new 
will?” 

Again, no. 

Kim felt sorry for Mr. Jackson. He was really 
in a spot. His career could go up in smoke if the 
Bar Association wanted to bear down on him for neg- 
ligence. No wonder he looked distraught. He prob- 
ably felt terrible, too, for letting his clients down. 
On the other hand, he never should have taken 
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such a chance, just to save himself an awkward sit- 
uation; he should have told the Carters immediate- 
ly that the will was gone. If they fired him and got 
a new lawyer, at least he wouldn't have to live 
with this mess on his conscience. 

“There’s no point in your staying around,” Mr. 
Jackson said. “I have a new will with me.” He nod- 
ded toward the attaché case on the table. “If Mrs. 
Carter regains consciousness, I'll have her sign it.” 

“Suppose she doesn’t regain consciousness?” Kim 
asked. 

“Let’s not jump to conclusions,” suggested the 
attorney. “We have no reason to assume that 
Mrs. Carter will not regain consciousness. She is 
under the best possible care. I think we should 
presume that she will make a full recovery. Hadn't 
you thought of that?” 

He was right! Kim’s mood lightened considera- 
bly. She had practically forgotten the possibility of 
a recovery. After all, people didn’t go into intensive 
care just to die; they went in to be specially treated 
for critical illness or injury. 

Nonsense, she answered herself. Mr. Jackson 
doesn’t believe a word of it, and I don’t either. She 
had a definite feeling of impending doom, and she 
couldn’t shake it off. 

There was no point in sticking around here, how- 
ever. If anything could be done about getting a 
signature, Mr. Jackson was the one to handle it. 
She and Colin would do better to try another ave- 
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nue of approach—go back to New York and get 
down to the serious business of trying to find the 
missing car and, if they were lucky, the attaché 
case that had been in it. 

It seemed like an awesome undertaking—especial- 
ly knowing that she had better be home in her own 
apartment before morning. Gerta would surely 
phone her again, and if she failed to get an an- 
swer, she would notify the police, the FBI, and 
heaven knew whom else. 

“Come on, Colin,” she urged. “Good luck, Mr. 
Jackson. I hope things turn out all right. One way 
or another, though, Gretchen must be protected. 
Mrs. Campbell just has to have custody 
ilipreernss 

Mr. Jackson was understandably outraged at 
this. “Exactly what do you know about the custo- 
dy—and how do you know?” he demanded. “For to- 
tal strangers, it seems to me you have been doing a 
remarkable amount of prying into matters that 
are no concern of yours.” 

Colin quickly offered his apologies. They had 
been afraid Mr. Jackson might not know of the 
accident. They had tried to contact him at his of- 
fice. One thing had led to another, and, lacking a 
better idea, they had gone to the Carter estate and 
had talked to Mrs. Campbell. 

“After all,” he added logically, “you’re the one 
who told us about the missing will, and, after all, 
we were strangers, but you told us. I don’t think it 
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should be so surprising that we took our involve- 
ment seriously.” 

“Lawyers are human,” sputtered Mr. Jackson. 
“Granted, I was taken off guard by the theft of my 
car. Granted, I told you about the will, and I took 
your names, don’t forget, in case I needed wit- 
nesses. However, I did not mention the names of 
my clients, and Mrs. Campbell had no business 
telling you anything. As for your actions, they still 
seem mighty presumptuous.” 

He composed himself and went on in a more 
level voice. “I find it difficult to understand your ex- 
traordinary interest. I might add, however, that it 
is often true that a large estate attracts all sorts of 
people, people who figure there might be some way 
to get a slice. I advise you not to put yourselves 
in a position to be suspected of such motives.” 

Touché. Kim blushed, cringing inwardly. “Sorry. 
But if you need anyone to testify about your stolen 
car—” 

‘Til call you,” Mr. Jackson finished for her. “I 
doubt that it will be necessary. My insurance 
company will cover the loss.” 

They were dismissed, no doubt about it. Kim and 
Colin took the hint so hurriedly that they bumped 
into a man and woman coming into the solarium. 

“Sorry,” said Kim, meaning it. It was bad enough 
for people to wait there for news about some pa- 
tient in intensive care, without their also being 
pushed around, however accidentally. 
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On the way to the elevator, Kim asked Colin why 
he had put Mrs. Campbell on the spot by admitting 
she had been the one to tell them of the Carters’ 
private business. Didn’t reporters always say they 
refused to divulge the sources of their information? 

“I had to tell him something logical,” Colin said. 
“He doesn’t know I’m a reporter. If he did, he’d 
really blow a fuse. He’d probably think I was out 
to publicize the story of the missing will, complete 
with his negligence.” 

“Are you?” Kim asked bluntly. It would explain 
his intense interest and persistence. It was more 
logical than altruism plus a desire to keep her from 
going it alone—and more logical than his “interest” 
in Kim personally. 

“Thanks for the vote of confidence. Is that really 
what you think?” Colin gave her a sour look. 

Kim wasn’t quite ready to get into the elevator 
and go away. At the risk of incurring Mr. Jack- 
son’s further displeasure, she went back to ask him 
if he’d be willing to fight to have the old will set 
aside and, somehow, to have Mrs. Campbell ap- 
pointed as Gretchen’s guardian. It was the least 
he could do, under the circumstances. 

Mr. Jackson’s back was toward the door. He was 
talking to the two people Kim had bumped. “.. . 
those two people showing an inordinate interest 
in...” he was saying. 

Kim backed away, sure, now, that these were the 
cousins. Ghouls, she thought. Waiting, hoping. 
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. .. No, thats not fair. If they even know about 
the new will, they probably don’t know it was lost. 
Their interest in Mrs. Carters welfare could be 
genuine. 

With several million dollars at stake, especially 
since they had originally been the beneficiaries? 
Hardly. The truth of the matter, most likely, was 
that they didn’t know a new will had even been 
drawn up. Kim went along with Mrs. Campbell’s 
theory that theyd put Gretchen in an institution 
and live it up ever after. 

“Drawing conclusions in thin air and jumping at 
them,” Kim’s father called this approach. He often 
drew imaginary figures in the air with his finger and 
then jumped, to show her how ridiculous it was. 

“Let’s get out of here,” she said to Colin as she 
returned to the elevator. “And I didn’t mean I 
thought you had some ulterior motive. You talked 
as if you were on the track of a story, though.” 

Nothing wrong with that, he pointed out, push- 
ing the elevator button. If he got all the facts 
straight, they could be used by his newspaper and 
subsequently in a court battle, if it came to that. It 
was not for personal gain, however; that was the 
difference. 

Their feeling of compatibility restored, they rode 
down, went out to the car, and headed back toward 
New York. They had reached a mutual, if unspoken, 
agreement that they would just have to find the 
stolen car. 
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How? 

Well, Colin was a reporter doing a series on car 
thefts, wasn’t he? Wasn’t he? Surely he must have 
some idea of where to start looking, even if the po- 
lice hadn’t come up with anything yet. 

Colin agreed, and, yes, he had a couple of ideas. 

“And I'll go to my company, WALCO,” Kim said. 
“WALCO is a member of the National Auto Theft 
Bureau.” 

That, she explained, was a private group of in- 
vestigators, funded by the insurance companies. 
Its purpose was to track down missing cars. It had 
its own computer bank, with license numbers and 
VIN’s. “That’s vehicle identification numbers,” she 
added. “They're on the engine, chassis, transmis- 
sion, and dash or left doorjamb.” 

Colin knew about the N.A.T.B., through his re- 
search into the auto theft “industry.” He agreed, 
however, that it would save time if Kim handled 
that aspect of their private investigation. He filled 
her in on some background details she hadn't 
known. 

Every fall, when the new cars come out, there is 
a game of hide-and-seek. Hide the new VIN 
stampings if you’re the manufacturer. Find them 
if you're the thief. 

New cars must now have a VIN plate in plain 
sight, on the dash, so a police officer can see it at a 
glance. Additional plates are hidden in all sorts of 
inaccessible places. 
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“Sometimes the only way you can find the latest 
hiding places is to lift the whole body of the car off 
the chassis,” Colin said. 

The professional thieves do just that. They buy 
new Cadillacs right off the showroom floor. “They 
consider it a business expense,” he added. 

Only the N.A.T.B. and the FBI have access to 
the binder with VIN locations. The information is 
not released to local or state police departments, to 
prevent any possible leak of information to car 
theft rings. 

“The FBI and the N.A.T.B. work together close- 
ly, trying to break up the big rings,” he said. 

Kim’s mind veered back to Gretchen. The whole 
thing was so sad. There were the Carters, with all 
the money in the world, and it hadn’t done them 
any good. Mr. Carter was dead. Gretchen, a po- 
tential heiress, had a depressingly uncertain fu- 
ture. If her mother lived, Gretchen would be given 
home care but no further treatment. If her moth- 
er died, she might wind up under custodial care in 
an institution. 

“I guess I feel sorry even for Mr. Jackson, even 
if this whole mess is his fault,” she mused. “Im- 
agine having this on your conscience.” 

“Rot!” scoffed Colin. “I imagine he’s more con- 
cerned with his own hide. He’s standing by, all 
right, but praying Mrs. Carter will regain con- 
sciousness so nobody will know about his goof.” 

That was a pretty cynical view, Kim thought to 
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herself. But maybe reporters got that way. 

Colin elaborated. “No wonder he was less than 
pleased to see us at the hospital. Two nosy 
strangers, maybe figuring to get some juicy details 
and sell the inside story, spreading it all over the 
media to ruin him.” 

Kim gasped. “That’s a horrible thought.” 

“Happens all the time. Jackson’s right; when 
_there’s a lot of money, there are bound to be people 
jockeying for position.” , 

“Like the cousins.” 

“Theyre not the only ones. I can build a case 
against all sorts of people. How about Mrs. Camp- 
bell?” Colin suggested. “She had it made, under 
the terms of the new will. Custody of Gretchen 
and her money—just what she accused the cousins 
of wanting.” 

“You really are a cynic. I don’t believe it. She 
loves Gretchen,” Kim protested. 

Colin was only proving a point: that everyone 
was suspect, even, as Mr. Jackson had implied, he 
and Kim. 

It was Kim’s turn to scoff. She'd give him one 
person who wasn’t: the butler. He didn’t stand to 
gain; he’d be out of a job. 

“Don’t kid yourself,” said Colin. “It’s customary 
for wealthy people to mention their servants in 
their wills. Twenty-five thousand isn’t unheard of. 
Maybe he’s sick of being a butler. Anyway, Jack- 
son’s right; there’s a lot of greed in the world, and 
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the ones at the head of the line don’t take kindly to 
outsiders trying to get a slice of the pie. He was 
warning us, for our own good, to butt out.” 

“You don’t really believe that Mrs. Campbell 
just wants to keep Gretchen because of the money, 
do you?” 

Colin didn’t, but he was determined to keep an 
open mind. “In my business, you learn not to 
take things at face value.” He broke off suddenly, 
glanced in the rearview mirror, and stiffened. 

“What's the matter?” asked Kim, looking back. 
“Its only a car. We don’t have sole rights to the 
Storm King Highway.” 

“Right,” he agreed. “But check your safety belt 
and keep an eye out for a sign leading over to the 
throughway.” 

The highway didn’t appeal to Kim, either. It 
made her nervous to think of the Carters’ accident 
and their own near miss. Besides, all those sharp 
turns and embankments. . . . She shivered. 

Colin fished a pipe from his pocket and handed it 
over. “Fill it for me, like a good girl. Tobacco 
pouch is in my pocket.” 

She found the oilskin pouch, but she made a 
mess of the job. Apparently she just didn’t have a 
knack for filling pipes. 

He laughed and told her to give it up. He put the 
empty pipe between his teeth. “Useful thing, a 
pipe,” he said. He used it when he interviewed 
nervous or self-conscious people. “They relax while 
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I fill it. And there’s something about a pipe-smoking 
man that inspires confidence.” 

He’s pulling the same trick on me, Kim thought 
suddenly. His knuckles, as he gripped the wheel, 
showed white in light from the dash. Something’s 
bugging him, but he doesn’t want me to know. 

Kim turned to look out the rear window again. 
Headlights flashed into view around a turn, then 
were hidden again. The car was much closer than 
when she had first seen it. Whoever was driving 
was a lunatic to go at that speed. 

“Pull off the road and let them pass,” she urged. 
It was a stupid suggestion; there was a sheer rock 
wall rising on their right. On their left was a 
guardrail edging the cliff that dropped down to the 
Hudson River. 

Colin stepped on the gas. 

The other car continued to gain on them. It 
caught up with them just as they reached the end 
of the wall, crowding them so closely that the 
Chevy bumped off the pavement and onto the rough 
stones of the shoulder. 

The left front tire exploded. 

The car fishtailed crazily and came to rest 
against a boulder. It was a credit to Colin’s driving 
skill that they didn’t careen across the road and 
catapult through the guardrail. 

Kim remembered to breathe again, but she 
couldn’t stop the chattering of her teeth. “They 
didn’t even slow up!” she said. “I didn’t get their 
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license number. I couldn’t, at that speed.” 

“One thing I have is good tires,” muttered Colin. 
“Steel belted tires. That tire wouldn’t blow—unless 
it was shot.” 

Kim felt as if the hair on the back of her neck 
were standing straight up as she realized the full 
import of what Colin had said. Someone had fol- 
lowed them, deliberately crowded them, and shot 
out the tire. 

“Let’s get out of here,” she said, fumbling with 
her safety belt. “Ill help you change the tire, but 
let's hurry.” 


8 
the 
crusher 


They got back to New York without further inci- 
dent, but Kim slept fitfully during what was left of 
the night. The phone woke her in the middle of an 
uneasy dream. 

“Good morning, Gerta,” said Kim, making her 
voice bright. 

“My name is not Gerta,” said Colin. “Should it 
be?” 

How had he reached her? Kim wondered. She 
didn’t remember giving him the unlisted Aldrich 
number. She had meant to, as a matter of fact, 
but she had forgotten. 

Oh, of course. Colin had used this very phone, 
and the number was written right there, at the cen- 
ter of the dial. 

“Get on down to WALCO and see if you can 
persuade someone at National Auto Theft to get 
cracking on a check of Jackson’s Cadillac,” Colin 
said. “I'll start making the rounds of the junk- 
yards. I'll get back to you.” 

“Wait a minute,” protested Kim. “About those 
junkyards—I’m going with you.” 

The heck she was, he said flatly. 
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“Want to bet?” Kim was not about to be left out 
at this stage of the investigation. “I have time off 
cqming to me. We're allowed three days a year for 
personal business, with no questions asked. I can—” 

“No!” 

“Then I'll go junkyarding on my own.” 

“All right, you win,” Colin finally conceded. 
“You go to WALCO and take care of the N.A.T.B. 
matter. Pl swing past your office building at ten 
o'clock sharp. If you’re out at the curb, I'll pick 
you up, but I’m not going to waste valuable time 
looking for a nonexistent parking place.” 

“Tll be there,” Kim assured him. 

Things turned out to be more difficult than she 
had anticipated. First of all, the man she contact- 
ed at N.A.T.B. wanted a few more particulars. Was 
the owner of the stolen car insured with WALCO or 
one of the other member companies? Who was au- 
thorizing the search? 

‘IT am Mr. Rydell’s secretary,” she answered, 
hoping the man would take that to mean that her 
boss was requesting the trace. 

“Problems?” asked Mr. Rydell, choosing that 
moment to arrive and cocking an eyebrow at Kim. 

She covered the phone with her hand and ex- 
plained rapidly that a friend of hers had had his 
car stolen. Perhaps calling Mr. Jackson a friend 
was stretching the truth a bit but not really very 
much. 

Mr. Rydell, too, wanted to know if the friend 
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was insured with WALCO. “Never mind,” he de- 
cided. “This is Rydell,” he said into the phone. 
“Go ahead and run your check. Miss Aldrich will 
give you the pertinent information.” 

Kim gave him the license number. She had tried 
to look up the serial number of the motor, hoping 
her friend Jimmy could locate it in the memory 
bank of the computer. No luck. A check on Jack- 
son’s name drew a blank, meaning that he was not 
insured with WALCO. 

“No sweat,” said the N.A.T.B. man. “We can call 
the Bureau of Motor Vehicles. They can check 
back from the license number.and give me the seri- 
al number.” 

He'd get it, too, Kim knew. This was official 
business, and the bored clerk would hop to it. 

That left Mr. Rydell, who was waiting for an ex- 
planation. Was Kim’s friend insured with WALCO? 
No? Well, no matter. WALCO paid its fee for 
N.A.T.B. membership, and the overall objective 
was to put car theft rings out of business, regardless 
of where the cars were insured. 

Kim was running short of time by now. “Is it 
all right if I take one of my personal days off? 
Right now?” 

Mr. Rydell studied her thoughtfully. “You're 
not planning to go out with this friend and look for 
a stolen car, are you?” he asked, practically reading 
Kim’s mind. 

“I thought there were to be no questions asked,” 
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Kim parried. “Personal business, remember?” 

“Within reasonable limitations,” he answered. 
“Don’t forget, your father is a personal friend of 
mine. You have a way of getting embroiled in situ- 
ations, of leaping before you look.” 

“It’s all right,” she assured him. “I... I just 
have a date.” 

“With the man whose car was stolen?” he per- 
sisted, looking worried. 

“No. Honestly.” She grinned. 

That much was the literal truth, and it satisfied 
Mr. Rydell. Kim beat a hasty retreat, grabbed 
her coat and handbag, and went down in the ex- 
press elevator. Too late. It was ten minutes 
past ten when she reached the street. 

Here she was, with a day off and nothing to do 
with it—unless she really did go around to junk- 
yards alone. The prospect was anything but at- 
tractive; she wouldn’t know where to start or what 
to do when she got there. 

Miraculously, Colin pulled up and flung the door 
open for her, his momentary pause causing a ca- 
cophony of horns. 

“Sorry I’m late,” Colin apologized. “Got hung up 
in a traffic jam. Glad you were patient enough to 
wait.” 

“Think nothing of it,” said Kim blithely. She 
wouldn’t have been so nonchalant if she’d had any 
idea how frightening the next few hours would 
turn out to be. 
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They'd start out in the Bronx, Colin told her. He 
complimented her on having the foresight to wear a 
pants suit instead of a dress. “Youll be doing 
some climbing around among cannibalized cars. 
Hope you don’t mind getting grubby.” 

“Cannibalized?” Kim had never heard the term 
used in connection with automobiles. 

Engines, fenders, transmissions, grillwork, and 
everything else that could be sold piecemeal were 
often removed. This was done by legitimate junk- 
yards as well as by those engaged in selling parts 
from stolen cars, Colin explained. 

Their first stop was at an auto body shop in a run- 
down area. Colin parked and led the way into a 
big cinder block building, then to the work bay, 
where several cars were in various stages of re- 
pair. Some of them were masked, ready for a spray 
paint job; others were already painted and gleam- 
ing like new. A couple were so badly battered that 
it seemed pointless to try to restore them. 

There was a Cadillac Eldorado. Gold. It could 
have been just driven from the showroom floor. 
Not a mark on it. Kim couldn’t help wondering if it 
had once been dark green. 

She shouldn’t have stared. When she nudged 
Colin, she realized that one of the workers had 
stopped sanding down a fender and, in the sudden 
silence, was watching her, his eyes vaguely hos- 
tile. 

“Forget it,” said Colin, covering her error. ‘Til 


98 KIM ALDRICH 

never be able to afford a Caddy. If that’s your style, 
youll just have to get yourself another husband.” 
He grinned at the worker, who shrugged and went 
back to his sander. 

“You the boss?” shouted Colin over the shriek of 
the machine. “I’m looking for a drive shaft for—” 

“Boss is in there.” The man jerked his head 
toward a glassed-in cubicle that apparently served 
as an Office. 

The boss was talking on a shortwave radio, to 
Kim’s surprise. “Yeah, Joe, tomorrow. I need a 
pair of doors for a ”72 Bonneville. Well, get them.” 

End of conversation. He turned his attention to 
Colin and Kim, shifting his cigar from one side of 
his mouth to the other. He took his time deciding 
whether or not to speak to them. “Yeah?” he said 
at last. “What can I do for you?” 

“Tm looking for a drive shaft for a ’68 Chevy,” 
Colin said. 

“Junkyard’s out back. Help yourself.” 

Kim wouldn't have recognized a drive shaft if 
she had tripped over it, but she followed Colin out 
the back door and into a yard turned boggy from 
recent rains. “Do you mean he expects you to 
climb over acres of junk and find whatever it is 
you're supposed to be looking for?” she asked in- 
credulously. . 

“Not me—us.” Colin laughed, reaching for her 
hand and missing. 

She slid downhill, banging against a pile of 
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ensuing clatter roused two of the most vicious- 
looking dogs Kim had ever laid eyes on. 

They leaped up from behind an old car frame, 
matted coats bristling, yellow teeth bared. Snarling 
and lunging against their all too frail-looking 
chains, they had one objective: Kim Aldrich. 

Colin gave her a hand up and rushed her back 
into the building. The cigar-chewing boss asked if 
they had found anything they could use. 

“Yeah,” said Colin sourly, “a couple of man- 
eaters. Remind me to come back for them if I ever 
need bodyguards. Thanks for nothing.” 

He was still seething when he put Kim in his car 
and got behind the wheel. Granted, there was 
nothing out there that was of interest to him. He 
had only gone out there because, having looked 
over the shop until the workers began to look back 
with suspicion, he had to come up with a reason for 
being there. 

“I blew it,” he snorted. “Lost my chance to get 
up on the roof.” 

“I’m the one who made the noise,” Kim remind- 
ed him. “And why the roof?” 

“That's where they throw license plates from 
stolen cars. Keep your eyes peeled for a butcher 
shop.” A couple of steaks should be good protec- 
tion if they ran into another pair of guard dogs. 

“If we don’t meet any dogs, we can always cook 
them for ourselves,” said Kim, laughing, “with a 
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good tossed salad to wash them down!” 

They didn’t even get inside the next body shop. 
A man met them at the door and said he was clos- 
ing up. It wasn’t true. The shriek of a grinder 
continued as they drove off. 

“They could be grinding off identification num- 
bers,” Colin remarked, driving around the corner 
and locating a place to park. “You stay here,” he 
ordered. 

“Not on your life,” said Kim, leaping out. “If you 
think I'm going to sit here all by myself in this 
neighborhood... .” 

It was not an attractive area, certainly. It was 
mostly vacant warehouses with broken windows 
and gaping doorways—natural places for drug ad- 
dicts to hang out. They wouldn't hesitate to attack 
a girl and rob her of her watch and purse, any more 
than they'd hesitate to strip a car. Even a car like 
Colin’s would have a radio that could be sold to sup- 
port someone’s habit. 

Kim tagged along as Colin backtracked on foot. 
The junkyard was surrounded by a high chain link 
fence. There was no way in, short of climbing up 
and over. Colin started to do just that, but a man 
came out of the building and waved them off. He 
was armed with a pistol. 

They were getting nowhere. The whole excursion 
began to seem like a hopeless proposition, but they 
kept trying, doggedly visiting yard after yard and 
winding up, in late afternoon, on Staten Island. 
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Their first stop was an eye-opener to Kim. The 
man in charge had an inventory list, and while the 
yard looked like the usual pile of junk parts, he 
seemed to know where every item was located. 

Rather than being faked out and buying a drive 
shaft, Colin said he was looking for a spare wheel 
for his car. He found it, paid five dollars, and re- 
ceived a receipt plus a courteous thank-you for 
stopping in. 

The next place seemed equally aboveboard. Co- 
lin asked for an estimate on a paint job for his car. 
With or without having the dents knocked out? 
asked the boss. A hundred dollars for a simple 
paint job.... 

“Too steep for me,” Colin said, with a rueful 
grin. 
“Flat price,” said the man. “No special deals.” 

“Okay,” agreed Colin. “If I win the lottery, rll 
be back. Mind if I look around in the yard?” 

“What for?” he demanded sharply. 

“Who knows? Just thought I’'d look around and 
see if there was anything—” 

“You from that guy Deutsch’s squad?” The voice 
no longer made a pretense of amiability. 

“Deutsch? Who’s Deutsch?” Colin looked blank. 

“Head of the Police Department Auto Squad. 
The guy who goes around giving decent, hard- 
working outfits a bad name. Snoops around, check- 
ing numbers on car parts. He’s even been known 
to impound torches, compressors, lifts, and tow 


102 KIM ALDRICH 


trucks. Holds out a guy’s tools until he can prove 
theyre his and—” 

“We're not from the Auto Squad,” Colin said, 
laughing. “I don’t imagine they use girls.” He 
glanced at Kim, who laughed with him. 

“Never can tell . . . all those women’s libbers 
running around.” The man leered at her. “Well, 
I got nothing to hide. Come on out back. I'll show 
you around personally.” 

He was all geniality now, almost sickeningly 
so. Kim didn’t like him at all, but she went along; 
no point in turning down the guided tour. 

Three men in face shields were busily working 
with acetylene torches. They were cutting up cars 
that were too badly damaged to be worth anything, 
the man said. 

Or destroying evidence, Kim thought. 

“Come on over here,” said their guide, taking 
Kim by the arm. “You want to see how a yard 
operates? Til show you. The scrap goes in the 
trucks, see? Okay, we'll ride one of the trucks, and 
you can see the rest of the show.” 

Kim wasn’t crazy about climbing into the cab of 
the truck, but she had no choice. She was boosted 
up, and unless she wanted to fight loose and make 
a run for it, she was better off to play it cool. She 
did worry for fear Colin wouldn't get in, too, before 
the door slammed, but apparently he also was wel- 
come. 

They bounced across the rutted field and, to Kim's 
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“Better let us out here,’ Colin suggested, his 
hand on the door handle. “We don’t really have 
much time. Some other time... .” 

Their guide, at the wheel, ground the gears and 
drowned him out. “Ah, come on, be a sport,” he 
chuckled. “It isn’t every day I get a chance to drive 
a pretty girl around. What’s the matter, you jeal- 
ous?” He gave Kim a wink. 

‘Tl show the little lady how a junkie works and 
gets to be a millionaire. Then maybe she'll give me 
a date. I could do things for you, baby, like buy 
you the moon.” 

It was all she could do to suppress a shudder and 
force a bright smile—and try to keep track of every 
turn they made, just in case.... 

In case what? Just in case, she told herself, 
refusing to follow the thought to any conclusion. 
Best keep her mind on where they were going; the 
area was completely strange to her. 

“We really do have to get back,” she murmured, 
glancing at her watch. 

“Won't take long, I promise. You can’t blame a 
guy, when he owns a piece of equipment that’s 
practically a money machine, if he wants to show it 
off.” 

He stopped at the gate of another fence-enclosed 
yard, blew the horn, and waited until someone 
opened up. The gate was locked behind them. 

“It may look like junk to you, but it’s money to 
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if you collect enough of it.” 

There seemed to be acres and acres of scrap. 
They made their way through an aisle in it and 
stopped, backing up close to a huge machine. 
Kim had no idea what the machine was. 

“We'll get out and watch,” said the driver. “Come 
and see my favorite toy.” Gleefully, he rubbed his 
hands together. 

They stood near the back of the truck as a crane 
began unloading it and dropping the scrap into the 
“toy.” 

Some toy! It was a giant crusher. It took the 
high-powered motor only a moment of gnashing to 
reduce a truckload into a three-foot bale, visible 
when the retractable walls opened. 

What it could do to a human body.... 

Kim screamed soundlessly as something pushed 
her. 
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If Kim had been the fainting type, this would have 
been her cue. As it was, she flung herself to the 
side, and Colin caught her, dragging her well away 
from the truck. 

‘The junk dealer let out a roar of fury. “Shut 
down that crusher!” He leaped into the truck, 
crammed it into gear, and drove it up a slight slope 
to level ground. 

He climbed out and leaned against the cab, mop- 
ping his face. His expression was one of shock. 
“Just wait until I get my hands on that clown of a 
truck driver. Ill break every bone in his body. I 
pay him good money to drive and to keep every- 
thing in good working order. That emergency 
brake— Why, that truck could’ve knocked you down 
and rolled right over you!” 

“We're both lucky it didn’t,” Kim answered, her 
teeth chattering. If it was the truck that pushed 
me, she added to herself. She remembered, with a 
shudder, that the crusher was still operating when 
she was pushed. 

“Let's get out of here,” Colin said. “I think we’ve 
had enough of junkyards.” 
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“Amen,” said Kim. “Enough for a lifetime.” 

Colin, his arm still around her, insisted that they 
walk to. the junkyard gate before they got back into 
the cab of the truck. Apparently, he had a few 
doubts, too, and wasn’t taking any chances of hav- 
ing a repeat performance. “I'd call a taxi to take 
us back to the car,” he said, “only we're way out in 
the boondocks, and no cabbie would come out 
here.” 

“You planning to sue me?” asked the junk deal- 
er warily, on the way back to the first junkyard. 

“No,” said Kim, lapsing into silence. Nothing 
had happened; therefore, no suit. Besides, she had 
been involved in a lawsuit once, a case of a boy try- 
ing to collect damages. It had not been a pleas- 
ant experience. 

She was glad when the ride was over and she 
and Colin were safely ensconced in his Chevy. 
Once inside, she locked the doors before she spoke. 
“Colin, do you think that man might have somehow 
arranged my being pushed toward the crusher 
...as a warning to us, maybe?” 

He looked thoughtful. “Not probable, but it did 
occur to me,” he said. “And now, I’m taking you 
home!” 

“Roger!” That suited her fine. “And we can still 
have those steaks—but out of our freezer. [m a 
good cook, when I keep my mind on it.” 

“Ts that an invitation?” he asked. 

It certainly was. “We have some brainstorming 
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didn’t want to be alone until her nerves had stopped 
screaming. 

An hour later, they were inside the Aldrich apart- 
ment. “Wait in the living room,” she told him. 
She was filthy from sliding around in all that 
mud, and she had to shower and change. 

She was back in record time, dressed in a soft 
blue sweater and matching tweed skirt. She found 
Colin in the kitchen. His coat was hanging on the 
back of a chair, his sleeves were rolled up, and he 
was swathed in one of Gerta’s big, white, no- 
nonsense aprons. The kitchen table was set with 
place mats and candles, no less, and Colin was busi- 
ly putting a salad together. 

“Its okay. I washed my hands like a good boy.” 
He laughed at her astonished expression. “And I 
toss a good salad, if I do say so.” 

“Pretty . . . domestic, aren’t you?” It struck 
her that he could perfectly well be married. Idiotic 
as it now seemed, the thought hadn’t before oc- 
curred to her. He didn’t look married or act mar- 
ried, whatever that might mean, but the fact of a 
wife would spoil the fun of being with him. 

“I prefer the word ‘competent.’ A bachelor has 
to learn to cook or else starve to death.” He grinned 
diabolically, as if he had read her mind. 

She covered her confusion by getting on with the 
job of cooking steaks, French fries, and coffee. 
She was very businesslike, until he tossed a damp 
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The laughter caught in her throat when, apron 
doffed and coat back on, Colin held her chair, then 
put his hand gently on her cheek. 

“You scared the dickens out of me. I wouldn't 
want to lose you,” he said, his voice suddenly very 
serious. 

“The dinner’s getting cold,” she said quickly, not 
that she cared in the least. 

Abruptly, something tickled her funnybone. It 
must have been the appetizing smell of the steak 
that brought back the memory. “When I was a lit- 
tle kid, I used to read books that were too old for 
me, full of words I didn’t really understand,” she 
said in a rush, so he wouldn’t think she was laugh- 
ing at his tender gesture. “I remember one time, 
when I was just starving. I meant to say I was 
famished. It came out ‘ravishing.’ ” 

“You were right the first time,” he said, taking his 
place opposite her. “Mmm, steak’s good. You 
were right, too, about being a good cook.” 

“The salad’s delicious.” Compliment returned, 
although Kim wouldn’t really have noticed if it had 
been made of shredded cardboard. 

But all good things come to an end, as Colin 
pointed out. The inner man and woman were fed 
and the dishes stashed in the dishwasher, and now 
it was time to brainstorm. 

Fact: A Cadillac had been stolen. License num- 
ber 6341 YA. 
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“Fact: Engine number 64Bo78962,” Colin con- 
tinued, 

“What?” she yelped. “Where did you get that 
I.D. number?” 

“A reporter never divulges the sources of his in- 
formation,” he reminded her smugly, “but I'll make 
an exception this time,” he conceded, “in deference 
to your youth and beauty.” 

“Pooh. You mean in deference to my judo. Tell 
me, or I'll give you a demonstration.” 

It was easy for a reporter who had covered po- 
lice courts, he admitted. He had merely phoned a 
contact at the National Crime Information Center 
and asked for a match with the license number. It 
was a legitimate request from a trusted member of 
the working press. 

And what about that man Deutsch? Was he an- 
other one of his contacts? If so, was he also trying 
to track down the Cadillac? 

Lt. Arthur Deutsch, Colin explained to her, was 
always looking for stolen cars. He carried a list of 
them when he and his men made surprise raids on 
junkyards. His main objective, however, was to 
smash the rings of thieves, rather than to recover 
one lone car. He had really put a crimp in what the 
criminals referred to as a “growth industry.” 

“Now I get it,” Kim broke in. “You had the 
I.D. number and were really looking for it when 
you were poking through all that junk.” 

“Right,” Colin said. He was looking for doors, 
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jac had been cut up for piecemeal sales. 

“The clips alone—that’s all the body metal from 
the tip of the car back to the doors: fenders, bump- 
ers, grillwork—-can bring a couple of thousand dol- 
lars. Seats, dashboard, glass, and so on all add 
up. The thief can then crush the marked parts, 
making detection almost impossible, and wind up 
almost as much ahead as if he had sold the car in- 
tact,” he explained. 

If the Cadillac had been cut up, there would 
be practically no chance at all of finding the missing 
attaché case, Kim mourned. Even if it had been 
sold in one piece, their chances were practically nil. 

“Not good,” agreed Colin. “Lots of New York 
cars turn up at the auctions held every Wednesday 
at Bordentown, New Jersey. Many of them are 
driven to California and Florida for sale.” 

They were not licked yet, however, he insisted. 
The police and the N.A.T.B. were conducting their 
own searches, and Colin had a couple of other ideas 
to pursue. 

First, though, a little more brainstorming. 

Fact: Mr. Carter was dead, and Mrs. Carter 
might die. 

Fact: A will was missing. 

Correction: That was hearsay. There was no 
proof of a will at all. 

An idea popped into Kim’s head and out of her 
mouth. “Suppose there was a will. Suppose the 
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car was stolen because of the will. How does that 
grab you?” 

“Are you bucking for my job as an in-depth re- 
porter?” 

“No, I’m bucking for a promotion to insurance 
investigator,” she admitted, grinning. “But seri- 
ously—” 

“Doesn’t matter which came first, the chicken or 
the egg. We have to find the car in order to find the 
will, if there is a will,” Colin pointed out. “We have 
to stay alive, incidentally, if we plan to do any more 
looking.” 

Kim shuddered. She’d had enough of junkyards, 
where people took their livelihood so seriously that 
they threatened snoopers with crushers. It was 
time to stop taking crazy risks . . . time to turn 
to professionals for help. 

“Right,” Colin agreed. “How would you like to 
meet a genuine car thief?” 

Kim’s jaw dropped. It was the last thing in the 
world she expected him to suggest. 

“Tm a reporter, remember?” Colin said. “I must 
have sources of information. They trust me not 
to turn them in. 

“You'd like this guy, if I hadn’t told you that he’s 
a hood,” he continued. “You'd think he was a 
pillar of society. His own neighbors think he is. 
He lives in a nice house out on Long Island. Swim- 
ming pool. Two cars. Dresses like a banker or a 
stockbroker. Serves as a councilman in his church.” 
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He sounded like one of Dan Aldrich’s object les- 
sons—a description of the type of person she'd trust 
too quickly. She was curious enough to want to 
meet the man—as long as Colin would be with 
her. 

“You'd be perfectly safe alone with him,” Colin 
assured her. “He’s not a murderer or a mugger. 
He’s a very mild man. Has a daughter about your 
age.” 

Colin went to the study to phone him. He dialed 
from memory. 

“Harry? Ryan here, Colin Ryan .. . Fine. 
And you? ... Good. And the kids?” 

To Kim, it sounded for all the world like a casual 
social call. 

“I’ve got a little business matter I’d like to discuss 
with you, Harry,” Colin went on. “I’m in the market 
for one of your commodities. Well, actually, the 
customer is a friend of mine. I wonder if I could 
impose on you and ask you to come into town to 
meet her.” 

He laughed. “Yes, I said ‘her.’ She’s a gorgeous 
girl. Worth the trip just to see her . . . Great. 
Got a pencil? . . . The address is—” He covered 
the phone with his hand and glanced at Kim. 
“Okay if I ask him to come here?” 

Kim wasn’t crazy about the idea, but she was 
afraid that if she said-no, Colin would leave her 
here and go to meet his “friend” alone. She nod- 
ded. Colin relayed the address. 
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“He'll be here in less than an hour,” he told her, 
smiling with satisfaction. “How’s that for a brain- 
storm? Enlist a thief to steal back a stolen car.” 

The idea was nothing if not audacious. “How in 
the world is he going to locate it?” Kim wanted to 
know. , 

“He has lots of friends in the business.” 

“How's he going to identify it?” she persisted. 
“Somehow I can’t quite picture his finding a car on 
the street and carefully checking the identification 
number before stealing it. 

“Even if he got it through a friend, he wouldn’t 
ask for a specific car by I.D. number,” she mused. 
“That would make everybody suspicious. They'd 
think he was playing dirty pool, planning to turn 
them in for a reward or something.” 

“Very good deduction, my dear Miss Watson,” 
said Colin. “And he’d be suspicious of me if I 
asked for a car with a specific I.D. But he'll be able 
to identify it. I got a good look at that Cadillac. A 
reporter has to learn to notice details. There’s a 
dent in the back fender. There’s also a nick in the 
sidewall of the left rear tire, as if he had parked too 
close to the curb on a one-way street.” 

Kim didn’t get it. If he was planning to give the 
description, wasn’t that almost as suspicious as 
the I.D. number? 

“Good thinking,” Colin complimented her, “but 
its okay. Pll cook up a story. Maybe that you 
borrowed the car from your boss, and he'll fire you if 
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you've lost it. And, believe me, Harry won’t even 
want to know the I.D.” 

Why couldn’t they just admit that it was the at- 
taché case they really wanted? Kim wondered. No, 
that was no good. Harry’s business was car thefts, 
not attaché cases. If they got the case plus the car, 
so much the better. Mr. Jackson would be glad to 
get his Cadillac back, and the insurance company 
would be saved a loss. 

“Don’t even mention that attaché case,” Colin 
warned sharply. “Look, I trust this guy only for a 
certain thing: information. He trusts me for only 
one thing: the protection of his identity. 

“But he is a crook, don’t forget. If he knew we 
were going to all this trouble to get the case, he'd 
probably open it and figure out some shrewd black- 
mail deal. Maybe he’d like to get out of his current 
business. He might be able to retire—with a black- 
mail income for life.” 

“Sounds like a charming man,” said Kim. 

“He is!’ Colin grinned. “And I guess he’s here,” 
he added as the bell rang, “unless you're expecting 
someone else.” 

She wasn’t, so Colin went to the door. 

Even though Colin had warned her, she was 
astounded when he brought in a respectable-look- 
ing, conservatively dressed man with graying hair. 
He shook hands and laughed at her expression. 

“Comes as a shock, does it?” he asked. “Believe 
me, my next-door neighbors would be twice as 
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shocked. My own kids would be.” 

“Doesn’t that worry you? I mean that your chil- 
dren might find out?” she blurted. 

“Not a chance, so don’t you worry about it, ei- 
ther,” he said genially, taking Dan Aldrich’s favorite 
easy chair, the leather-covered lounger. 

Kim and Colin sat on the couch, facing him. 

“I don’t spend my life looking over my shoulder,” 
Harry continued. “I know my business. I’m good at 
it, and it’s not as if ’m doing anything wrong, you 
know. What I do is good for everyone.” 

Kim looked startled, and he laughed comfortably. 

First of all, he explained, he created work. He 
hired men to deliver the cars and work on the num- 
bers, grinding them off and putting on new ones. 
He hired people to do the sanding and painting and 
to drive the cars out of the state. 

He did most of the paper work himself. Every 
car required an MV-50 form, in order to register it. 
The forms were hard to come by. 

“Used car dealers use those forms to sell cars 
off their lots,” he explained, relishing Kim’s rapt 
interest. “They usually lock them up in the safe at 
night, but during the day, they're often in the office, 
in plain sight on a desk. 

“When I started in the business, I had to go to 
a used car lot, pretend I wanted to buy a car, and 
distract the dealer just long enough so I could grab 
a few forms off the pad,” he went on. “Nowadays, I 
buy them. A thousand bucks a pad. All the guy, 
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my supplier, has to do is wait a month and report 
them stolen from the safe. You see? Everybody 
benefits.” 

He was also helping working people to get cars 
they couldn’t otherwise afford. “Fellow wants a 
Caddie, but he'll never earn that kind of money in 
his life. His wife wants it but knows he can’t af- 
ford it. I get it for them—at a price they can meet 
without hurting. He’s happy and his wife is happy. 

“The person who lost the car is happy, too,” said 
Harry earnestly. “He gets a nice new Cadillac from 
the insurance company.” 

Just like Mr. Jackson, thought Kim ruefully. 
“What about the insurance company?” she asked. 

Harry dismissed that concern. “The insurance 
companies have a fund, a budget, for that sort of 
thing.” 

Hah! she thought. WALCO would be glad to hear 
that! She kept an admiring smile on her face, how- 
ever. 

“The Cadillac people are happy, too, because 
they get to sell another new Cadillac. You see?” 

Kim was stunned. The man really believed him- 
self. A regular philanthropist, to hear him tell it. 
A do-gooder. 

“Look at me,” Harry said. “No education. Now, 
you tell me how I could send both my kids to col- 
lege in any other line of work. My wife likes our 
home; we live well, and we're satisfied and com- 
fortable. Now, come on, you tell me who's being 
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ple happy.” 

It was chilling logic, Kim felt. 

“And I have my days free,” Harry gloated. “I 
can get into a car in two minutes flat, easy. I get a 
couple of hundred bucks a job. Ten to fifteen jobs 
a week, and I can knock them off in a couple of 
days. Take the rest of the week off. I could do more, 
of course, but I only push my luck if I need a bun- 
dle for a particular reason. Tuition, say, or a trip 
to Europe. I don’t do that often. I’m not greedy.” 

Incredible! Kim stared at him in fascination. 

“And you see what else is good? I don’t have to 
ride a commuter train like my neighbors do. Those: 
guys in the rat race get heart attacks and drop in 
their tracks. Well, my wife isn’t going to be left a 
widow; my kids aren’t going to have to get along 
without a father. I’m my own boss. I do my work, 
and then I take it easy.” 

It was awful, but Kim had to laugh because it 
was so... so insane. The thought sobered her. 
To her, “insane” equalled “dangerous.” 

In the morning, thinking of the night before and 
what she had let herself in for, she wondered if 
she, too, hadn’t flipped out completely. 

Colin and Harry had left, together, around mid- 
night. That hadn’t been many hours ago, but here, 
in her mailbox, was a set of keys, with a note. 
Numb with the enormity of the situation, she read 
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it hurriedly. “Merchandise.in your garage. Bill en- 
closed.” 

The bill said, “For property received, $4,000.00. 
Please remit.” 

Kim’s knees felt like spaghetti as she took the 
elevator down to the garage, dreading to find what 
she knew was there. 

It was there, all right. Over on the far side, 
parked beside her little red Triumph, was a Cadil- 
lac. Eldorado. Green. New nick in sidewall and 
new dent in fender, as ordered! 

She realized, belatedly and with horror, after 
she had searched the car for the attaché case, that 
now her fingerprints were all over the Cadillac! 

She also realized, again with horror, that Harry 
had read Colin all wrong. Harry had thought she 
wanted to buy a hot car. And she had thought, 
when he said he was glad to do a favor for a 
friend, that he was going to steal back the one 
particular car and give it to Colin to pass along. 

Give it, like fun! Harry was a “businessman.” He 
wasn’t about to give anybody anything. 

That “please remit” note on the bill sounded ur- 
gent, even ominous. 

And, of course, there was no attaché case—not 
in a strange car that had been nicked and dented 
to order! 

Feeling like a criminal herself, Kim frantically 
wiped the door handles and fled, knowing she had 
left plenty of evidence behind. 


10 
bad 
surprise! 


This was the worst mess Kim had ever gotten her- 
self into. She would have given anything if her fa- 
ther had been home, but thinking of him only 
made matters worse. Fine thing: Dan Aldrich an 
FBI agent, and his daughter with a hot car on her 
hands. 

Her brain jammed. Going to work was out of the 
question; she'd have to phone Mr. Rydell and tell 
him she needed another day off. It wasn’t very con- 
siderate of her to ask at the last minute, but it 
couldn’t be helped. 

She went back to the apartment, let herself in, 
and locked the door. Now do something concrete, 
she told herself. Don’t just stand there shaking. in 
your shoes. Call the police. 

Oh, sure. That would be just dandy. Call up and 
say, “Look, I have this stolen car... .” 

“Where did you get it?” would be the logical 
question. 

“Well, it’s like this, officer. I was looking for a 
stolen Cadillac, but I wound up with the wrong 
one.” 

That would be an interesting admission. It would 
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be most interesting to the police when she tried to 
explain why she was looking for a stolen car that 
didn’t belong to her in the first place ... and how 
she had acquired the second car. 

Kim tried to imagine explaining to an officer how 
Colin had contacted Harry and asked him to steal 
a car. Oh, great; Colin would wind up in jail—if 
Harry didn’t take care of him first. 

Kim had a vivid picture of a weighted body be- 
ing brought up, with grappling hooks, from the 
East River. Colin’s body. Or her own. She had a 
definite feeling that while Harry might be Old Joe 
Friendly when taking an order, his business asso- 
ciates would take a dim view of anyone who turned 
them in to the police. 

Your intentions were golden, she reminded her- 
self. Just to find the attaché case and safeguard a 
little girl's future. But what a darned fool way to 
go about it! Leap first and look later. As usual. 

Kim felt as if she were sitting on a keg of dyna- 
mite, with the fuse burning. That car down in the 
garage was a bomb, ready to go off and blow up her 
whole life, not to mention her father’s, her broth- 
er’s, her sister’s, and Gerta’s. 

Then get rid of the car! 

Just like that? She laughed bitterly at the 
thought. She had never driven a Cadillac in her 
life. It looked about the size of the Queen Mary. 
Fat chance of her being able to pilot it into the 
rush hour traffic and move it out of the area. She'd 
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smash it up, someone would call the police, and 
there she'd be, at the precinct station, in posses- 
sion of stolen property. Or, because she often man- 
aged to do something ludicrous, she’d be unable to 
find a parking spot, and a meter maid would get 
her for illegal parking! 

Kim glanced at her watch. It was too early to 
call Mr. Rydell; he wouldn’t be in the office for an- 
other ten minutes or so. She dialed the Herald in- 
stead. Colin was just going to have to figure a way 
out of this dilemma. 

“May I speak to Mr. Ryan?” she asked. “Colin 
Ryan?” 

“What department is he in?” asked the operator. 

It seemed to Kim that she had played that rec- 
ord before. “He’s a reporter,” she said firmly. “He’s 
on your staff.” 

“Which department, please? Sports, city news, 
financial, society?” 

“Society? Do men handle society news?” 

“Certainly,” the operator answered. 

“I don’t know which department he’s in,” Kim 
admitted. “All I know is that he works for the 
Herald.” 

Correction: All she knew was that Colin had 
told her he worked for the Herald. The operator 
said she found no Colin Ryan on her list. 

Kim knew, of course, that the Herald would not 
acknowledge Colin’s existence, even if he did work 
there. Now she was really in a spot. 
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First things first, she decided. She had to get rid 
of the car. She would just have to phone Harry 
and tell him it was all a mistake. 

Kim fished the bill of sale from her pocket. Oh, 
fine! She hadn’t even really read it all the first time. 
There was more after the “Please remit.” It said, 
“Payment in cash only, small bills, parcel post. 
Send to P.O. Box 3197, Grand Central Station.” 
There was no phone number on the bill. 

She jumped when the doorbell rang. The po- 
lice! She was sure of it. Short of climbing down 
the fire escape, there was no way out. She took a 
deep breath, set her shoulders, and went to face 
the music. 

Hold it right there, she told herself, using her 
head at last. Just because the bell rings, it doesn’t 
mean you have to open the door. Look through the 
one-way mirror, the peephole provided for just such 
times as this. If the caller were legitimate, he would 
be standing directly in front of that viewer, unable 
to see her but knowing she would be able to iden- 
tify him. If he were not legitimate, he would be 
out of her line of vision, and if she had a brain in 
her head, she’d stay as quiet as a mouse. 

A legitimate caller could be a police officer. The 
other kind could be a burglar, hoping there would 
be nobody home, so he could break in. As quietly 
as she could, Kim put the door chain in place. Then 
she forced herself to look. 

“Colin!” She had never in her life been so glad 
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to see anyone. Kim flung open the door—+tried, at 
least. It took some fumbling to get the chain out 
of its fitting. Finally she let him in and fell into his 
arms, practically collapsing with relief. 

“Hey, now, what’s the matter?” he asked, kick- 
ing the door shut behind him. 

Everything was the matter! She almost shrieked. 
There was a stolen car in the garage, with her fin- 
gerprints all over it, and it was the wrong car, one 
without an attaché case. There was a bill for four 
thousand dollars in her pocket, with a terse order 
to pay in a hurry. 

“I tried to call you and—” 

“And you couldn’t get me,” he finished for her. 
“Well, I'm here now, so don’t worry any more, 
hear?” 

“Yes, but—” 

“No buts,” he said lightly. “We have things to 
do. We have to go to Bordentown.” 

One of his contacts had tipped him off that a car 
answering the description of Mr. Jackson’s Cadillac 
was in New Jersey, about to be sold at auction. 
Customers were allowed to inspect the cars, and 
they had to get there in time. Could Kim take an- 
other day off? If not, hed drop her off at WALCO 
on his way. 

WALCO! Oh, good grief, it was after nine 
o'clock, and she hadn’t even phoned. Taking time 
off was one thing; just not showing up was some- 
thing else again. If Kim took her responsibilities 
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so lightly, she’d become an instant former secre- 
tary, not to mention missing out on any possibility 
of a. promotion to insurance investigator. She dialed 
her boss. 

“lm terribly sorry,” she apologized. “I was going 
to phone you right on the dot of nine, but my 
phone rang, and—” 

“Is anything wrong?” asked Mr. Rydell, sound- 
ing clearly like a friend of Dan Aldrich, father of 
Kim. 

If she ever told him one-quarter of what was 
wrong, he’d call the FBI. Imagine saying, “Well, I 
have this stolen car... .” 

“Tm okay,” she said resolutely. At least, that 
much was true... so far. “Would it be a problem 
if I took today off, too?” 

Mr. Rydell was nice about it but suggested she 
plan to take her third day off tomorrow, so he 
could arrange, in advance, to cover her work. That 
was only fair, she agreed, knowing she had already 
imposed on his good nature more than was proper. 

“Ready?” asked Colin, after she had hung up. 
“On to Bordentown.” 

“What about that car down in the garage?” They 
couldn’t just go away and leave it there. If they did, 
they might come back and find the police had dis- 
covered it and had the Aldrich apartment staked 
out, waiting for her return. 

“Yeah, the car,” Colin mused. “That was a kind 
of bad surprise. I didn’t think Harry would come 


THE DEEP SIX 125 
up with anything for days, if at all. I mean, I 
thought if he produced the car, Jackson’s car, it 
would be a simple matter to call Jackson, have him 
tell the police to take it off their hot list—” 

“What about the bill? I haven't got four thou- 
sand dollars or anything close. I thought Harry was 
doing you a favor.” 

“So did I,” admitted Colin. “Communication gap, 
for sure.” 

“Call him and just tell him to take it away,” she 
urged. “No, that’s no good, either. We can’t de- 
liberately turn back a stolen car. It’s a civic duty 
to. ...” She was right back where she had started. 

“Harry wouldn’t take it back,” Colin said. “I read 
him wrong, but I guess he figured he and I had a 
deal for money, not as a return favor for my keep- 
ing his name out of my story. Shows what can hap- 
pen when an amateur, even a fairly knowledgeable 
reporter, mixes with professionals.” 

He should have spelled out the terms of the deal 
in writing, Kim thought. Only that was impossible, 
of course. Harry would put very little in writing. 
Except for a bill, payable in cash. Four thousand 
dollars! 

He’d want his money in a hurry, of course. Once 
she had bought a stolen car, she would be unable 
to turn him in without putting herself in jeopardy. 
She was no reporter, like Colin, dedicated to pro- 
tecting the sources of her information. Until she 
paid, she constituted a threat to Harry. 
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They would have to leave the car in the garage, 
Colin said. He couldn’t think of anything else to do 
with it, and they didn’t have time to lose if they 
wanted to get to the car auction before it was too 
late. 

“Tell you what,” he said. “Tll go down and. wipe 
it to get rid of your fingerprints. Yl leave the keys 
in it and—” 

“And just hope itll be gone when we get back?” 
Kim asked. 

“No. Til phone an anonymous tip to the police.” 
He scratched his chin thoughtfully. “I don’t like 
to do that, but we can’t afford the time it would 
take to try to explain.” 

It was not a very good idea, but it was better 
than nothing. Kim did not volunteer to go with him. 

Then she wished she had. He didn’t come back 
for fifteen minutes, and she was sure. the police 
had arrested him or that Harry had arrived, de- 
manding immediate payment—or else. 

He did come back at long last. “Come on; we're 
running late,” he said, hurrying her out the door, 
down in the elevator, and into his car. 

Kim had a sudden thought. If they left the stolen 
car in the garage and reported it to the police, 
even anonymously, the police would then suspect 
everyone in the building. 

“How do you always find a place to park?” she 
wondered. “Late at night, that’s one thing, but 
days....” 
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“A reporter needs wheels and, on the other hand, 
has to get rid of them in a hurry. So you learn to 
be a regular vulture,” Colin said. “You cruise 
around and keep your eye on pedestrians. You get 
so you can spot the ones who are going to their 
cars, Then you wait and pounce on the space.” 

“Wouldn’t it be a good idea to hold this space, 
then take the Cadillac out of the garage and put it 
here?” she asked. 

No good, Colin told her. He had practically put 
the Chevy in the space with a shoehorn. The Cadil- 
lac would never fit, and time was passing fast. 

“Wait!” she urged. “There’s a car pulling out 
down the block. See? It’s long enough, I think. I. 
mean, I think the Cadillac would fit... .” 

Colin elected not to wait. He swung out from 
the curb and into the flow of traffic, headed cross- 
town, and once again drove onto the George Wash- 
ington Bridge entrance ramp. Kim found herself 
glancing out the back window, remembering how 
they had been followed last night. No, correction: 
two nights ago. 

She had that same creepy feeling that someone 
was tailing them. Colin said he didn’t think so, but 
he kept glancing in the rearview mirror, a fact that 
did not set her mind at ease. 

They stopped briefly to pay the toll at the New 
Jersey side of the river. Kim had the dollar bill out 
and ready, to save time. 

They passed by the turnoff they had taken to 


128 KIM ALDRICH 


reach the Storm King Highway, past the Fort Lee 
exit, then almost missed the sharp left turn lead- 
ing to the Jersey Turnpike. 

“I phoned Jackson’s office,” Colin remarked, 
braking at the first toll station to pick up the ticket 
he would turn in at the Bordentown exit. 

“And?” prompted Kim. 

“He wasn’t there, so his secretary informed me, 
with icicles dripping from every word. His execu- 
tive secretary, I should have said, in large capital 
letters.” Colin grinned. “Miss Frostbite, Executive 
Secretary of the Year.” 

Figuring that Mr. Jackson might still be standing 
by, trying to get a new will signed, he had phoned 
Mrs. Campbell. 

“Did you ask how Mrs. Carter is doing?” Kim 
wanted to know. “Of course you asked,” she apolo- 
gized. “Stupid question, but how is she?” 

“No change,” Colin said glumly. “Still on the 
critical list. And something else is going on. Mrs. 
Campbell said something about trying to find some 
way to get Gretchen to the Leahy Clinic in Boston.” 

“Is Gretchen sick?” 

“I suppose a child like that could pick up any 
bug that was going around. I mean, she apparent- 
ly never had much chance to exercise and grow 
strong,” Colin said. “Mrs, Campbell sounded pretty 
upset, but I don’t know the particulars.” 

It seemed to Kim that they didn’t know much 
of anything about anything, except that she was 
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the unwilling and unwitting possessor of a stolen 
car. 

After a quick stop for gas, Colin depressed the 
accelerator, bringing his speed up to the legal 
seventy miles an hour and keeping it there. They 
rushed past Newark Airport, then past the mal- 
odorous chemical plants that always reminded Kim 
of burning rubber boots. She held her nose. 

The first time she had driven past that unpleas- 
ant area, she thought her brakes were on fire. She 
pulled off the road, and it was a solid hour before 
someone stopped to help her and told her what she’ 
was smelling. 

“Trenton,” she called out. “We must be getting 
close. Isn’t Bordentown right around here?” 

It was, but Colin waited until the last possible 
second before jamming on his brakes and careen- 
ing onto the exit ramp. “Sorry,” he apologized. 

“To quote a taxi driver I met the other day,” 
Kim said, ““Where did you get your license, from 
a mail order catalog?’” 

“Sorry,” he repeated as the car leveled off and 
they stopped to pay their toll. “I did that on pur- 
pose, just in case that guy who was tailgating us 
was— Well, anyway, we lost him. He couldn't pos- 
sibly have reacted quickly enough to make the 
turn.” 

They found the site of the car auction without 
any difficulty. They could hardly have missed it. 
There were hundreds of cars on the lot. Wall-to- 


130 KIM ALDRICH 


wall cars, it seemed to Kim, in close rows. 

She and Colin parked, got out, and started hik- 
ing up and down the rows of cars. They walked for 
miles. They found Cadillacs. They even found a 
green Eldorado. 

They almost dove for it, then thought better of 
it and strolled over casually, like prospective buy- 
ers. Auction buyers do not, repeat do not, act 
wildly interested. If they did, other bidders could 
push the price up, up, and away, out of reach. 

Colin opened the door as if to examine the up- 
holstery. Actually he was checking the I.D. num- 
ber on the dash. 

Wrong car, and it was the only car they could 
find that looked like Mr. Jackson’s. 

“Maybe we should Jook at every single Eldorado 
we can find, regardless of color,” suggested Kim. 
“Judging from the way some of those men in the 
body shops worked, the car could be repainted by 
now. We might walk right past it.” 

They spent another fruitless hour. It was a wild- 
goose chase. Mr, Jackson’s car either wasn’t there 
at all, or else they had missed it. 

“Too bad,” Colin remarked, guiding Kim back to 
his own vehicle. “I guess it was a bum steer. I do 
have another tip. An informant said he had heard 
it was being driven to Florida. I might hop down 
there tomorrow.” 

How could he devote so much time to this proj- 
ect? Kim asked. What about his job? 
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“This is my job,” Colin reminded her. “I'm doing 
a series on car thefts. I could go to Florida on an 
expense account.” 

“Tm going with you if you go,” Kim announced. 
‘Tm not going to be left alone in New York. Not if 
that darned stolen car is still in the garage when 
we get back. And that reminds me, you never did 
phone in your anonymous tip, did you?” 

He certainly had, he maintained. When they 
had stopped for gas, he had gone inside and called. 

That being the case, Kim might as well hope for 
the best instead of the worst. The car would be 
gone. The police would have retrieved it. 

If they had, they would have mounted an investi- 
gation. They would have checked every inch of 
that car, and because Colin, too, was an amateur, 
they would have found prints and all sorts of other 
evidence—evidence that would lead to Kim Al- 
drich. Maybe she'd better go to Florida, with or 
without Colin, or maybe to the moon! 

The car was right in the garage, where they had 
left it. 

There was a new note in Kim’s mailbox. It was a 
reminder that she owed four thousand dollars—as 
if she would even have had time to send it... 
as if she even had that much money ... as if 
she even intended to pay it! 

The real purpose of the message was to frighten 
her, to show her that Harry meant business. 

Harry certainly succeeded. 


11 
the 
visitor 


“There’s nothing to be afraid of,” Colin reassured 
her. “Just lock the door when I leave. Double-lock 
it. Tl leave you my home phone number. Should 
have thought of that before.” 

He pulled a notebook from his pocket, wrote 
something, and tore the page out. Kim stared at it 
when he handed it over. 

“Is this really your number? How come, when I 
called your paper, the operator said she had nev- 
er heard of you?” How did Kim know she could 
trust him about anything at all if he gave her a 
phony story about working for the Herald? 

“Easy,” Colin laughed. “Some people have un- 
listed phones. Yours, for instance, and mine at 
home. In my case, my editor knows I’m working on 
a potentially dangerous assignment. Nobody at the 
Herald is going to jeopardize me by giving out any 
information at all. The orders are to say that no- 
body knows any Colin Ryan.” 

It sounded logical. Kim was only too glad to 
accept the explanation. No matter what, she 
wanted to believe in him, because if she admitted 
the truth, he was becoming pretty important to her. 


132 


THE DEEP SIX 133 


She hated to see him go. How could she be sure 
that he was safe? The implication was that some 
criminal type might call the paper, trying to track 
Colin down. She had been so busy worrying about 
her own skin that she hadn't realized that Colin 
walked with danger at his side. 

Colin kissed her cheek lightly, saying that he 
was going to stop off at the paper for a couple of 
minutes and then go on home. “You just remember 
—TIl be as close as that phone. Call me if anything 
bothers you, anything at all.” 

“Youre the one I’m worried about,” she answered. 
“Take care.” 

He laughed off her concern, kissed her again, and 
then was gone. The door was locked behind him, 
but the chain was left dangling. 

The doorbell rang. 

He must have forgotten something, Kim thought, 
smiling as she started to welcome him back. She 
completely forgot the rudimentary precaution of 
checking to make sure before she opened the door. 

Harry, Mr. P.O. Box 3197, stood there, politely 
wishing her a good evening and then barging 
right in. “I was in the neighborhood and thought 
I'd stop by to leave you the papers for the car. 
Then you can register it and get your license plates. 
I'll take back my own plates, as long as I’m here 
anyway.” 

Kim stared at him in stark horror. He must have 
come up the stairs and just missed Colin, who 
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would have taken the elevator down. 

“If you have the cash, I can take it now and save 
you the bother of going to the post office,” he added. 

Her throat was so dry she could hardly speak. 
‘TI... don’t have the money.” 

His eyes narrowed, but his lips kept smiling. 
“Surely you don’t think I give cars away, do you? 
Especially Cadillacs. Sorry, Miss Aldrich, but I’m 
a businessman. I’m not a philanthropist. 

“Were you thinking of paying it off in install- 
ments?” he went on mercilessly. “Sorry, I don’t do 
business that way. Once you own the car and have 
it insured and properly registered, you could go to 
a bank and take out a Joan on it, but I assumed 
you had made some provision for getting enough 
money together to pay up. 

“How about your old man? Friends? This is a 
nice place. Somebody in the family has some 
dough. . . .” He rocked back and forth, heels to 
toes. “Borrow the money, then take out a bank 
Joan to pay it back.” 

“I don’t even want the car!” Kim’s voice rose in 
near panic. “Can’t you just take it back?” Of course 
she would prefer to turn it over to the police, but 
her life seemed to be on the line. 

He studied her for a moment and carefully ar- 
ranged his face into genial lines. “I’m a nice guy. I 
was only trying to do a favor for a friend. You got 
a real bargain. If you decide you don’t want the 
Caddie, you can run an ad in the paper and sell it 
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at a profit. Hundreds of people would fall all over 
themselves to get it for that price. It’s a real steal.” 

He could say that again! “Tm... I’m not the 
Cadillac type,” Kim stuttered. 

“Everybody's the Cadillac type,” he insisted. 
“Drive it once, and you'll be hooked. It’s habit-form- 
ing.” Suddenly his eyes hardened. “Look, why 
didn’t you level with me?” 

“What do you mean?” Kim asked, backing away 
from him, even though she knew there was no way 
to escape. 

Harry said he had never believed Colin’s trans- 
parent story that she had somehow lost her boss’s 
car and had to replace it. That was a ridiculous 
story, but lots of the reasons people gave him for 
wanting Cadillacs were ridiculous. They tried to 
dream up stories that excused them from guilt 
when they bought stolen goods. They often pre- 
tended they didn’t even know they were buying 
stolen cars. 

“That way, they can keep telling themselves 
theyre honest—and keep their families from think- 
ing theyre not.” He grinned unpleasantly. “Every- 
body wants a big car but not at the big price. 
Everybody has a little larceny in his soul. 

“So here’s our friend Ryan, asking for a Cadil- 
lac at a price his girl can afford to pay. He makes 
points with his girl, and she rides around in a car 
that’s good enough to go with her looks. You 
wanted it, and it didn’t matter to me what reasons 
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you gave. I’m a businessman. I delivered the mer- 
chandise, and I expect to be paid.” 

Sure, thought Kim. You want me to become an 
accessory, because I know too much about your 
operation and because I could identify you. Youre 
not safe until ’'m involved. 

She stole a glance at her watch. Colin wouldn’t 
have had time to reach home yet. He lived way 
downtown, on Christopher Street, in Greenwich 
Village. 

“You should have leveled with me,” Harry said 
again. “I heard just a little while ago that you're 
looking for a particular green Caddie. Now, why 
didn’t you just tell old Harry that in the first place? 
Think of all the trouble it would have saved.” 

It was stupid of her, she admitted. “The more 
time that passes, the less chance I have of finding 
the car, with the attaché case still in it.” The 
words popped out, and she could have bitten her 
tongue off. It was exactly what Colin had warned 
her not to say! 

Harry smiled blandly at her. “It would have been 
easier if I could have persuaded you just to keep 
the Caddie you have. But no sweat. I guess we can 
work it out. I'm a nice guy—but I guess I’ve told 
you that already.” 

The car she was looking for, he said calmly, was 
down at Pier 51, over on the Hudson River side of 
Manhattan, waiting to be loaded aboard a ship 
bound for South America. He'd take her down 
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hurry, and she’d be free. to drive it away. 

The last thing in the world that Kim wanted 
was to go down to the docks, or anyplace else, with 
Harry. She had an awful feeling that Harry was 
going to insist. 

Colin still hadn’t had time to reach home. Kim 
would have to stall for time somehow and then try 
to phone him. 

“I'm terribly sorry I made so much trouble for 
you,” Kim said, wishing she were the eye-batting 
type, because she was sure this man was suscepti- 
ble to flattery. “I'm awfully grateful to you for 
straightening it out. How .. . how about a drink 
before we go?” 

“Now you're talking,” Harry said. “I don’t drink 
when I’m on a job, but this is an occasion. It isn’t 
every day that I’m a guest in a swanky New York 
apartment, with a pretty girl for a drinking part- 
ner, too.” 

What would he like? 

Bourbon, he told her. On the rocks. 

“Excuse me,” she said. “Ill go whip you up one. 
One for myself, too, of course.” 

She didn’t tell him there was a bar right in the 
wall unit, because the object was to play for time. 
It would take longer if she mixed his drink in the 
kitchen, from the spare supply, not to mention the 
fact that she could mix herself the drink she pre- 
ferred to any other. 
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It was a private family joke, going way back to 
her childhood. When her father had guests and the 
children wanted to feel grown-up enough to join in 
the festivities, he used to pour apple juice over ice 
cubes for them. It looked so exactly like bourbon 
that the Aldrich kids often drew startled looks 
when they downed their drinks. 

Thanks to Gerta, there was apple juice in the 
refrigerator. She fixed the two drinks and put them 
on a serving tray. On second thought, she added an 
ice bucket and the bottle of bourbon. She had a 
forlorn hope that she might get Harry so drunk—- 
or, at least, so happy—that he'd decide to put off 
the trip to the pier. 

The smile was back on her face when she re- 
joined her unwelcome guest. “Cheers,” she said, 
handing him a glass and lifting her own. 

“Now, tell me some more about your work,” she 
urged. “Honestly, I was so interested in what you 
told me last night that Im dying to hear more. 
You must be a brilliant man to be able to run such 
a business.” Kim threw in a laugh for good mea- 
sure. “I think it’s the wildest thing, the way you’ve 
managed to get rich and have your neighbors en- 
vying you every time they take the train.” 

Harry did, indeed, enjoy an audience and flat- 
tery. If she spread it on with a trowel, he’d love it, 
Kim felt. It was sickening, but if he could take it, 
she could dish it out. 

Harry seemed to be in an expansive mood, will- 
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ing to tell her more details. One of the most lucra- 
tive markets for cars was South America, he told 
her. Big American cars went like hot cakes down 
there. 

An Oldsmobile Toronado, for instance, could be 
rolled off the pier in Argentina and, because there 
was a waiting list of buyers, be sold for ten thou- 
sand dollars within minutes. That car, parked in a 
driveway at midnight, had often been aboard ship 
and on its way by dawn. 

Most of the cars stolen by Harry’s organization 
were Cadillacs, but there was also a good market 
for four-door Dodges and Plymouths. The two-door 
models were of no interest to the thieves. It was 
the four-door sedans that could be quickly con- 
verted into independent or unauthorized taxicabs. 

Kim looked at him with feigned admiration. “T 
still don’t really understand it all,” she said. “For 
instance, you said you get a couple of hundred dol- 
lars per car. That means you work for someone 
else, but you delivered the Cadillac directly to me.” 

“I do a little free-lance work for friends,” Harry 
said. “It’s true, I work as a partner in a large or- 
ganization. It wouldn’t be practical to work alone. 
We require too many specialists. For instance, our 
body and fender men are better craftsmen than 
most legitimate workers. They earn more money, 
too.” 

Kim was running out of questions. The whole 
thing was insane. Kim Aldrich was out of her skull, 


140 KIM ALDRICH 

sitting here with an acknowledged criminal, pass- 
ing the time of night and chatting as if they were 
old friends, as if there were nothing wrong, no 
danger. 

_ “It just dawned on me,” she said. “How did you 
get that car into the garage downstairs?” 

“Nothing to it,” he said. “The door was locked, 
but that’s no problem. It takes me less than two 
minutes to open a lock.” 

Would he like another drink? she asked. 

No. It was time to go to the pier. 

Time had run out. Kim said she'd be right with 
him, that she just wanted to get her purse. 

It would have simplified things if only she’d had 
an extension phone in her room. Memo: Get an- 
other phone. Sure. Lock the barn door after the 
horse has been stolen. 

“Til just drop this tray off in the kitchen and be 
right with you,” she said. Thank heaven Gerta 
had a phone in her domain. And pray that Colin 
would be home by now. 

She turned on the faucet in the kitchen sink, so 
it would—she hoped—sound as if she were rinsing 
the glasses. The rush of the water would cover 
the sound of her dialing. 

Oh, please, she begged, please answer. If Colin 
didn’t answer, Harry would follow her out here. 
Once he had decided it was time to leave, he had 
looked impatient. He had coughed loudly twice 
since she began dialing. Oh, please.... 
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“Hello?” The answer was almost immediate. 

Kim’s knees almost buckled with sheer relief 
when she heard Colin’s voice. “Harry’s here,” she 
whispered. 

“He’s what?” 

“He came to collect his money,” she went on in 
a rush. “I... I think that part’s okay. He says he'll 
take the car back. But I’m scared. I... I said some- 
thing about the attaché case. Can you come? Hur- 
ry! I can’t stall him much more, and he says the 
car we want is on a pier, ready to be shipped to 
South America. He wants to take me there, right 
now.” 

“It would take me at least twenty minutes to get 
there,” Colin said. “Can you make him wait that 
long?” 

No way. Kim’s heart clunked down into her 
shoes. “What shall I do?” she begged. 

“Did he tell you which pier?” Colin asked. “I 
could meet you there.” 

Her mind went blank. She collected her wits 
with sheer willpower. If she couldn’t remember 
the number of the pier, there was no way Colin 
could find her, no way at all. Think, girl! Harry 
had said... said what? 

“Pier Fifty-one!” The words popped out of some 
recess in the back of her mind, “I don’t even know 
where that is.” 

“I know,” said Colin. “West Side, on the Hudson. 
See you there. And... I love you.” 
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The connection was broken. Kim hung up the 
receiver carefully and ran lightly to her room. “I 
love you,” he had said. That was the only thing she 
had to hold on to. It helped a little. 

“You certainly took your time,” Harry said when 
she rejoined him. “I could have taken three cars 
in the time it took you to find one purse. Ready?” 

The condemned girl was led to the firing squad 
just before dawn, thought Kim. Why hadn’t she 
had brains enough to leave a note? Sure, but for 
whom? 

“You may as well give me the keys to the Cad- 
die, the one you decided to give back,” said Harry, 
holding out his hand. “Ill drop back here and pick 
it up later.” 

“The... the... the keys are in the car,” stut- 
tered Kim. 

“That was a fool thing to do. Don’t you know 
better than to leave the keys in a car? Someone 
might steal it.” Harry was outraged, and Kim had an 
almost uncontrollable impulse to laugh. 

“The car had better be there.” 

She had no further urge to laugh. The car could 
very well not be there. The police could have it by 
now. And then what? Kim didn’t even want to con- 
template the answer to that question. At the very 
least, Harry would demand payment of four thou- 
sand dollars. 

“We'll go down the stairs,” Harry announced, 
taking her arm. “I don’t want to meet your elevator 
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operator or any of your neighbors.” 

Maybe the operator would be on the ground 
floor, Kim prayed. Maybe she could signal him 
somehow and get him to.... 

Get him to what? Call the police? Grab her away 
from Harry? Save her own skin and lose the chance 
of finding the document that would protect Gretch- 
en? That’s what this whole thing was all about, 
finding the will, wasn’t it? 

The elevator operator wasn’t going to be on the 
ground floor, anyway. Harry saw to that on the way 
down. He pushed the signal button on the fifth floor 
and then ran Kim down the rest of the stairs while 
the elevator was on the way up. They reached the 
street without meeting anyone. 

Harry took her to a car, a Cadillac, white. “Don’t 
worry,” he said, helping her in. “It's clean. Would 
you believe I bought it?” He laughed at his joke. 
“I buy a new one every year, right out of the show- 
room. Business expense. We take it apart to find 
what new spots they've hidden the I.D. numbers in. 
Then we put it back together, and I have a new 
Caddie. Pretty smart, don’t you think? Sure makes 
my neighbors green with envy.” 

Kim made a feeble attempt to join in the laugh- 
ter. You ought to have your head examined, she 
told herself. Yowve done some pretty rash things 
in your life, but this is the winner—or the loser! 

Harry got behind the wheel and carefully fas- 
tened his shoulder harness. He motioned for her 
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to do the same. It seemed so ridiculous, under the 
circumstances, that hysterical laughter almost 
caught up with Kim. 

They headed crosstown to the Henry Hudson 
Parkway, then south, past the yacht basin, past the 
little group of buildings with stepped roofs, dating 
back to the Dutch era, and around the sharp turn 
to the left. The ships were in view now, big ocean- 
going monsters resting in their berths. 

The white Cadillac purred down an exit ramp, 
and now they were at loading level. Harry brought 
the car to a smooth stop beside a loading dock. 
Kim’s eyes almost popped. There, in plain sight, 
were rows and rows of cars. The loading was al- 
ready in operation. Cars were being driven up a 
gangway into a freighter. Others were being lifted 
aboard by a crane. 

“Are these all stolen?” The mere thought was 
astounding. 

Harry thought that was hilarious. “They all have 
new numbers and the right papers,” he said. “They 
don’t have enough men in the Auto Squad to even 
begin to inspect all the cars that are exported. Af- 
ter all, lots of them are legitimate. 

“The Auto Squad gave us only one really bad 
time,” he continued. “A couple of years ago, that 
guy, Lieutenant Deutsch, somehow got wind of a 
shipment for Haiti. He managed to have the ship 
turned around and brought back. I still don’t know 
how he worked that little trick. Normally, once a 
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Kim pretended to listen, while her eyes sought 
frantically for Colin. He had to be there some- 
where. He just had to be there. 

“Come on,” said Harry. “Let’s go get your car, 
before they take it away.” 

There was nothing for it but to go with him. 
Kim’s feet felt like lead as they made their way to 
the dock. 

“Wait here,” ordered Harry. “Jl go find out 
where it is.” 

He went over to a group of dock workers, held a 
short conference, and then came back for her. 
“Right over there,” he said. “If it’s the right car, 
and I think it is, you can drive it away right now. 
That case youre looking for is probably under the 
front seat. This the car?” Harry pointed at a green 
Eldorado. 

Incredibly, there was something on the floor, 
poking out from under the passenger’s seat. 

Kim reached for it, and her head seemed to ex- 
plode into tiny fragments. 


12 
the 
deep six! 


Kim groaned as she woke up in pitch-darkness. 
Murder, her head ached! 

The only time in her life she had ever felt so ab- 
solutely awful was when she was a little kid and, 
thinking it was grape juice, drank two whole 
glasses of wine. It had hit her like a ton of bricks. 
Her head had felt like one of those stone-polishing 
tumblers, filled with rocks. 

The worst part of all had been the way the bed 
rocked, just like now. When she lay back, it rocked. 
When she tried to sit up to make it stop, her head 
hurt worse. Her arms and legs refused to move. 

The throbbing was more than just her head, 
and the rocking wasn’t her bed, although somebody 
had really hit her hard enough to kill her! 

Slowly, painfully, she tried to piece things back 
together. All she remembered was reaching into a 
car, like an idiot, and somebody had clobbered 
her. 

Harry? Yes, of course! Harry never would have 
spent all that time bragging, in such detail, about 
his “business” if he’d had the slightest intention of 
letting her live to tell the tale. 
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Question: Where was she now? 

Answer: It was all too obvious; she was on the 
ship. 

Correction: In the ship, way down in the bilges 
somewhere, close enough to feel the vibration of 
the engines. Probably packed in with a cargo of 
stolen car parts. 

Question: What was wrong with her arms and 
legs? 

Kim nearly hit the panic button. That blow on 
the back of her neck— It could have left her totally 
paralyzed for life! 

She swallowed a sob and gave herself a tough 
piece of advice. Think. You still have a brain. 
Stop wringing your hands like one of the ding-a-ling 
old heroines. 

If only she could wring her hands. 

Idiot! Of course she couldn't move. She was 
trussed up like a bale of . . . of scrap metal! Shed 
have to be retarded not to realize that she’d be tied 
up until. ... 

“Retarded” made her think of Gretchen. Big 
heroine Kim Aldrich trying to find a will to pro- 
tect a defenseless little child . . . Kim Aldrich 
about to be wiped out .. . Gretchen’s face 
changing from an exquisite angel’s to that of a ter- 
rified caged animal. 

Why? Because Kim Aldrich was willing to lie 
here, blinking back tears, just waiting for the in- 
evitable to happen. 
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In a pig's eyel 

First, she had to move her fingers, no matter how 
numb they were. Send a message from the brain 
to the hands. Keep sending, until enough feeling 
returned to be able to discover where the hands were. 

Okay. They were behind her back. Too bad. It 
would have been easier to reach her feet if her 
hands had been tied in front. Someone else had 
thought of that, too. 

That someone else didn’t know Kim, however. 
She could do the reversed bow position in yoga easi- 
ly, by arching her back. Reaching her feet from the 
back was no problem. 

Untying her feet was something else again. 
Holding the bow position, shoulders flat on the 
floor, with back bent to lift her torso high enough 
so her fingers could reach the bindings on her an- 
kles, was exhausting. She had to lie flat and rest at 
regular intervals. 

After what seemed like forever, the knots loos- 
ened, and, muscles screaming for mercy, she stood 
up. It was a mistake. Her feet were asleep, and 
she fell. Only willpower kept her from sobbing 
with frustration. 

She wiggled her feet to restore enough circula- 
tion so that they would support her. Then she 
tried again, tripped, and almost yelped aloud with 
pain. She had gashed her arm against something 
sharp. 

Scrap metal!—just what she needed. 
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Now all she had to do was to find that sharp 
edge, back up to it, and saw through the bindings 
on her wrists, without cutting off her hands—and 
do it all in the dark. 

Think positively, she warned herself, Make like 
the Marines: The difficult we do immediately; the 
impossible takes a little longer. 

And now that your hands are free, dont just 
stand there waiting for someone to pin a medal on 
you, she told herself. You have to get out of here. 

She took a cautious step in the pitch-darkness, 
tripped, and fell once more. Before she tried that 
again, she felt around, hoping she might avoid an- 
other booby trap. 

There was the culprit, a smallish object, leather, 
from the feel of it. 

Her mind rejected it. She did not believe in co- 
incidence, therefore this could not be the missing 
attaché case. 

It was a case, but it was empty. Probably the 
same case used to bait the trap for Kim Aldrich and 
tossed down here, along with her, because it was 
no longer needed. Maybe it was left, like a period 
at the end of the adventures of Kim Aldrich, by a 
sadist. She could almost hear him laughing. 

It dawned on her, finally, that the laugh was not 
a figment of her imagination. There were voices 
coming from somewhere near. 

Kim began to inch her way closer, so she could 
hear what they were saying. She bumped into 
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something again. It must be a bulkhead, a wall, 
she decided, running her hands up it. 

She strained her ears, trying to make out the 
words coming from the other side of the partition. 
She had to tune out the unceasing thump, thump, 
thump of the engines before she could distinguish 
actual words. 

There was that laugh again. 

“That's right,” said a masculine voice. “I’m con- 
sidering turning the business over to Harry. If 
things work out, I’m retiring, and if you play your 
cards right, you could be second-in-command.” 

“Retiring?” A second voice reached her ears. 
It sounded remarkably like Colin Ryan’s, Kim real- 
ized with a start. 

“That's right,” said the first man, whom she la- 
beled Mr. X. “I’ve got a new thing going, some- 
thing that'll give me a regular income for life. 
Dropped right into my lap. Ill live like a king, 
in Brazil or somewhere.” 

“Sounds good,” said Colin admiringly. “Want. to 
tell me about it?” 

‘Tve got a document, a will, see? We picked up a 
car, and inside was an attaché case with a will in 
it. I was supposed to destroy the car and contents. 
They paid me for the job, and I even gave them 
pictures of a similar car going into a crusher, to 
prove the job was done, but that car was only an 
empty shell. 

“Why should I waste good money? No, sir! Pu 
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it's the will that’s going to give me an income for 
life,” he said smugly. 

“IT get it,” said Colin. “You send a photostat of 
the will to whoever inherits under an older will. 
For a fee, a monthly fee for life, you'll keep quiet. 
Otherwise. .. .” 

“Right,” said Mr. X, “but I'm not going to act 
like an amateur about it. Those people were ama- 
teurs. They should have realized I'd look through 
everything. They should have insisted on my return- 
ing the will to them. They could dispose of it them- 
selves. Amateurs. They didn’t think it through. 
In too much of a hurry.” 

“You've really got it made!” Colin laughed. 
“Where's the will now?” 

“Hold on. I said ’'m no amateur. That’s why I 
have to take care of one little detail: the girl. She 
knows too much about the operation, and she can 
identify Harry. Well, that’s his problem from now 
on, but he delivered her here because she also 
knows about the will.” 

“So?” prompted Colin. 

“So you don’t think we're taking her on a plea- 
sure cruise to South America, do you? We'll give her 
the deep six when we’re clear of the harbor.” 

“I don’t see what harm she could do,” Colin 
said. 

“Don’t go soft on me, or I won’t recommend you to 
Harry for promotion,” snapped Mr. X. “Of course 
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she could do harm; she could blow the whole thing 
sky-high. She could contact the U.S. authorities at 
the embassy. This shipment could be impounded. 
I've got a lot of dough riding on this ship. This is 
mine, not Harry’s, and I don’t plan to lose a penny.” 

“Oh, come on. The shipment would be long 
gone, driven away by new owners, before she could 
do anything.” 

“Possibly. In fact, probably,” agreed Mr. X. 
“But the word would be relayed back to New York. 
The Auto Squad would be on our necks. The busi- 
ness would be busted.” 

“What do you care?” asked Colin. “It would be 
Harry’s business, not yours.” 

“Don’t be stupid. Harry has to make money to buy 
me out. No business to sell, I'd be out a lot of 
dough. The girl gets the deep six. That’s final.” 

Kim felt cold all over. The deep six was Navy 
lingo. It meant a burial at sea, whether it was a 
cargo to be jettisoned—or a body. 

She had to get out of there. Whatever happened 
with the will, she had to save her own life, and 
she couldn’t expect help from anyone but herself. 
Colin was part of the gang. Reporter? No way. He 
had been on the scene of the theft of Jackson’s car 
for one reason: as a lookout, to divert any interest- 
ed bystanders. 

He certainly had succeeded in diverting her, she 
thought bitterly. He had even convinced her that 
he loved her, and he had pursued that will like a 
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bloodhound, probably with his own plans for black- 
mail. Even now, he was still trying to flatter Mr. 
X into telling him where it was. 

“I still don’t think we have to get involved in a 
murder,” Colin said. “She’s just a dopey kid. Cute, 
though. I have a sort of thing for her, and I'd kind 
of like to keep her around.” 

Oh, he would, would he? Kim thought. Well, 
even a crook or a maniac might take a fancy to a 
girl, but that wasn’t the kind of deal she was inter- 
ested in. Thanks, anyway. 

“Too bad. I bleed for you,” said Mr. X sarcas- 
tically. He snorted derisively. 

“Just let me finish,” Colin said. “The girl is 
crazy about me. No kidding. She only got mixed 
up in this operation as an excuse to be near me. 
Shell believe anything I tell her. Yll convince 
her that she tripped and bumped her head and that 
I picked her up and carried her aboard.” 

Mr. X laughed harshly. “How are you going to 
explain tying her up and dumping her down in the 
hold?” 

“Look, Till think of something. She'll believe 
me because she'll want to believe me. Ill even 
promise to marry her when we get to South Ameri- 
ca, if I have to. She'll forget all about—” 

“Forget all about her father, an FBI agent?” 
Mr. X’s voice was like ice. 

“What?” Colin’s voice sounded furious now. Kim 
could hardly recognize it. “I didn’t know that, that’s 
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for sure. How did you find out?” 

No real problem, Mr. X assured him. And if 
Colin ever expected to be a professional and a suc- 
cess in business, he’d better learn to check things 
out thoroughly. Kim Aldrich was an unknown cus- 
tomer, see? She got a little out of line. Nosy. So 
Harry checked around. 

“One of his sons works for the power company. 
When the FBI wants to stake out an area, say keep 
a certain apartment under surveillance, they rent 
the adjacent apartments,” said Mr. X. 

It wouldn’t do to have meter readers coming 
around or to have bills sent out, he explained. The 
power company plays ball, arranges to turn on pow- 
er, strictly on the QT, without setting up an ac- 
count. There are no records of the deal at the power 
company. 

“In this case, it was a cinch,” said Mr. X. “Har- 
ry’s son works with the FBI when the occasion de- 
mands. Harry casually dropped the name ‘Aldrich,’ 
and the son said he worked with an agent of the 
same name. Son doesn’t even know his old man 
was fishing for information.” 

Colin whistled. “Pretty lucky.” 

“Not lucky at all,” snorted Mr. X. “If Harry 
hadn’t come up with an answer that way, he’d have 
researched the girl's background in other ways, un- 
til he had all the answers. Get it? Success in big 
business isn’t a matter of luck; its a matter of 
careful attention to detail. And,” he added cold- 
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ly, “there is no room for carelessness or for errors. 
Do you read me?” 

Kim read him, loud and clear. She represented 
carelessness, an error, something that must be rec- 
tified—and fast. 

Colin erupted in rage. “No little dame is going 
to louse up my future. Who does she think she is! 
Well, I have news for her; I'll deep-six her myself. 
Personally!” 

Kim had no doubt whatsoever that he meant it. 
Maybe he had had a “thing” for her, as he claimed, 
but when itch came to scratch, he cared far more 
about himself. His boss was displeased, and 
he’d do whatever he needed to do in order to get 
back in his good graces. 

And you, you idiot, you did it again, Kim told her- 
self. You took a stranger at face value, believed his 
phony story about being a reporter, even when, time 
and time again, all the evidence pointed against it. 
You even let yourself start to fall for him! 

Talk about not checking facts in business! Kim 
Aldrich hadn’t even checked the facts that con- 
cerned her very life. How many times did her fa- 
ther have to warn her? 

Answer: There wouldn’t be any more times—not 
now. 

Her poor father! He’d never know what had 
happened to her, even if he got the entire FBI work- 
ing on the case. 

She could imagine his anguish. He’d put out an 
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all-points bulletin on her, but no trace of her would 
ever come to light. Shed be down on the ocean 
floor, her body weighted down with scrap metal. 
Dan Aldrich would be left with the bitter knowledge 
that he had spent his working life protecting peo- 
ple, but when it came to protecting his own child, 
he was unable to. 

And Gerta! Poor Gerta would never be able to for- 
give herself for getting mumps and leaving Kim to 
her own devices. Some devices! Gerta would blame 
herself for not finding someone else to stay with 
Kim. It would just about kill Gerta. 

Oh, Colin had been clever, all right; shed give 
him that much. She knew about the missing 
will, so he had pretended to deal her in on the 
search, so that he seemed to be on the up-and-up. 
What he had really done was to keep her close, 
keep an eye on her, and then use her—actually en- 
listing her aid in trying to find the missing attaché 
case—for his own benefit. 

He took her to all sorts of junkyards, but never to 
places where anyone could identify him as a 
member of a car theft ring. He knew which ones to 
avoid, of course. 

As a final gesture of pure finesse, he had arranged 
a club over her head, so she couldn’t go to the po- 
lice if she became suspicious. He had arranged to 
have a stolen car in her possession. 

Colin said he had wiped her prints off the car in 
her garage, but he hadn't. He claimed to have 
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could get the car. He hadn't. 

And the worst of it was, Kim Aldrich had gone 
along willingly, like a puppy wagging its tail, doing 
whatever Colin suggested, believing him implicitly. 

“All right,” said Mr. X in that icy tone. “You 
deep-six her, and see that you don’t make any more 
mistakes. We don’t allow more than one mistake, 
and you've already made yours. You have one 
chance to redeem yourself.” 

Kim Aldrich had to get out of there—now. 


13 
trust me; 
act dead 


Kim clenched her hands to keep them from shak- 
ing. Any second now, Colin would come for her. 
He’d have all the advantages—flashlight, knowl- 
edge of the ship, superior strength. He already had 
all the cards stacked in his favor. Mr. X and the en- 
tire crew were his allies. 

Now, stop that this instant, Kim ordered herself. 
Remember what that basketball coach at UCLA 
said: “When emotion takes over, reason flies out the 
window.” 

The only thing she had going for her was her 
head, she told herself. She would start at the be- 
ginning. 

Objective: survival. She would dismiss the oth- 
er concerns from her mind—Gretchen, disillusion- 
ment, even fear. The sole objective was survival. 
She must get out of that inky black hold, before 
her executioner arrived. 

How, without a flashlight to show her the way? 

She found the bulkhead, didn’t she? She would 
follow it until she reached a door. 

That was more easily said than done. After sev- 
eral minutes of futile searching, she stopped in her 
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tracks and reconsidered. Cargo was stacked against 
the bulkhead in too many places. She had been de- 
posited in the hold, probably after the cargo; 
therefore, her original place must have been near 
the door. 

The thing to do was to squirm back to where she 
had been when she untied her ankles, then look 
around for a crack of light under a door. 

No, that was silly. Doors in ships didn’t have 
cracks; most of them were probably watertight. 
Scratch that idea and go on to the next. 

The door, she figured, was in the opposite direc- 
tion from the bulkhead where she had heard the 
voices. The noise of the engines also came from the 
opposite direction, so the door might well lead into 
the engine room. 

She must dismiss from her mind any concern 
about how she could get through the engine room 
without being seen. First things first. 

Logic and single-minded persistence paid off. 
She found the way out—or, at least, what seemed 
to be the exit. There was no conventional door 
handle, so she looked for a latch. Negative! So 
much for her brilliant ideas. 

It seemed like the end of the line for Kim Al- 
drich. She could imagine Colin laughing when he 
found all the trouble she'd gone to to get untied, 
only to be trapped, waiting here for him. Well, she 
was darned if she'd give him that much satisfac- 
tion. Think of something! 
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She could try judo. Stand right in front of the 
door and, when he came at her, grab him by the 
wrist, pull him forward, stick out her foot, and let 
his body weight roll him over her hip and flat onto 
the floor, then finish him with a karate chop. 

The thought was sickening to her. Even more 
important, it might not work. She would lose the 
element of surprise that way. He knew about her 
judo, too, so he’d be doubly alert. 

That left one possibility. She could flatten her- 
self against the wall, right beside the door. He'd 
beam his flashlight into the center of the room, ex- 
pecting to see her there, still trussed up. 

She’d have a split second of advantage. Time 
enough, she hoped, to chop him on the side of the 
neck, using her hand like an ax. 

Kim held her breath and braced herself. She 
could hear a faint sound. It came closer ... 
closer.... 

Now! she ordered herself, slashing downward 
with the side of her hand. 

Colin pitched forward, and a horrible thought 
burned through Kim’s mind: The executioner was 
executed. She felt sick. The instinct for survival 
is man’s greatest drive, she knew. She had acted 
in self-defense; she knew that, too. But to kill 
someone? Actually to do it? 

The idea was unthinkable. She dropped to her 
knees to feel for his pulse. 

That was her mistake. Colin flipped her neatly 
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mouth. She bit him as hard as she could and 
fought like a tiger to get free. 

An arm was pressed against the front of her 
neck, hard enough to make her dizzy. Her mind be- 
gan to blur. She could hear a voice, droning, buzz- 
ing. She tried to make some sense out of the 
words. 

“You are the hardest girl to rescue I ever met,” 
said Colin. “If I have to, Ill press harder and put 
you out cold, but thatll make things tougher. It’s 
going to take both our brains to get you out of here 
alive.” 

She made a noise in her throat, and he eased the 
pressure. “You... you thief!” she sputtered. 

“Shut up and listen to me,” he whispered fierce- 
ly. “Yes, I infiltrated the ring. How else would I 
get my story on their business? Turns out I risked 
my life to do it. Risked yours, too, and the only way 
I can make up for that is to get you out of here in a 
hurry.” 

He had been ordered to throw her over the side, 
he told her. That gave him the way to get her up to 
the main deck without being stopped. He proposed 
to roll her in a blanket and sling her over his 
shoulder in a fireman’s carry as he climbed a suc- 
cession of ladders. 

“You'll have to trust me and be quiet. Act dead,” 
he said. 

Oh, sure, she thought. Just trust you and stop 
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fighting, because of all the trouble that will save 
you. 

‘Tll hide you somewhere, roll some stuff in the 
blanket, and throw it overboard, in case anyone is 
watching,” he went on. “I have to make it look 
good, because I don’t think they trust me too far; I 
think they already suspect me.” 

“Now, why would anyone suspect you?” she 
asked sarcastically. 

“Just shut up, will you? You're wasting time.” 
Colin sighed in exasperation. “How can I make 
you trust me? How can I convince you that we're 
running out of time? 

“They suspect me because I asked too many ques- 
tions, like who hired them to get that will and why. 
The who is the cousins, the Grangers. The why 
is simple: They couldn't manage it themselves. 
They had to take a calculated risk, and now the will, 
which was supposed to be destroyed, is on this 
ship.” 

As if Kim didn’t already know that. Only Co- 
lin didn’t know she knew, she realized. “Where on 
the ship?” 

“In Al’s cabin,” he told her. Al was the boss of 
the car theft ring. “Someway, I have to get that 
will.” 

“Why? So you can blackmail the cousins?” de- 
manded Kim. 

“No, dummy!” Colin snapped. “Figure it through. 
Als planning to blackmail them, sure. They may 


THE DEEP SIX 163 


even suspect that’s what he plans to do. They're 
greedy, and they won't stop at anything. There's a 
simple way for them to inherit, even if he threatens 
to bring the new will to light.” 

“How?” 

“Knock off Gretchen; it’s as simple as that. Then 
there would be no way for the Campbells to take 
charge of Gretchen’s estate. The next of kin would 
inherit. Al's threats wouldn’t touch the cousins.” 

Kim gasped. That was a ghastly idea. “Why 
didn’t they kill her in the first place?” she whis- 
pered, sick at the thought. 

People don’t resort to murder, as a rule, he point- 
ed out. That’s a last resort. The cousins would, 
being amateurs, think the will was disposed of. 
Later, on second thought, they'd realize the possibil- 
ity of blackmail. Even if they were stupid, theyd 
know it once they heard Al's demands. 

“In other words, we have to get the will and get 
out of here,” Kim said. She was beginning to trust 
him again, and the relief was overwhelming. “How 
do we get it, and how—” 

“We don’t get it,” he said. “I get it. ’'m going to 
tote you topside, hide you, and go back for it. I'll 
show you where there’s a raft. If I don’t make it 
back, drop the raft over and jump.” 

“No,” said Kim. They were in this together; 
they'd take their chances together. 

“I guess you'd never be able to lift the raft alone, 
at that,” Colin admitted. “Okay, Fil tote you up, 
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and we'll drop something over the side, after I’ve 
hidden you. Then you come with me.” 

A thought hit Kim like a blow in the pit of the 
stomach. Maybe the cousins had already done 
something to Gretchen! Maybe that’s why Mrs. 
Campbell had to rush her to Leahy Clinic, perhaps 
to a poison control center or... . 

She was frantic to get going. She let Colin roll 
her up in the blanket and forced herself to hang 
limply over his shoulder, even though it was fiend- 
ishly uncomfortable. 

It was even worse going up ladders. Her head 
jounced, and she had to fight to keep from breath- 
ing in audible gasps. Hanging limp, like a... 
like a dead body, was even worse. It seemed an in- 
credible length of time before Colin got down on 
one knee, ducked his head, and slid her to the 
deck. 

He snatched off the blanket and told her to keep 
down behind the cover of a funnel and not to move 
a muscle for a few minutes. He had to get some- 
thing to weight the blanket before he deep-sixed it. 

It took him a mere minute or two, because he had 
stashed a couple of wheel rims and tire irons near- 
by, but it seemed like hours to Kim. He trussed 
up the blanket to make it look as much as possible 
like a human body, took it to the rail, and heaved it 
over. Anyone watching from the lower decks could 
have seen it fall past and land, with a satisfying 
splash, far below. 
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The difficult they had accomplished, thought Kim. 
Now came the impossible part. 

She followed Colin silently as he darted down 
ladders again, along a passageway, and around a 
corner. Her heart stopped when he ducked back, 
flattening her against a bulkhead. He waited a 
second, then peered into an open doorway. He mo- 
tioned her on. 

Kim lost track of whether they were now on the 
second or third deck. She had no idea where she 
was, but fortunately Colin seemed familiar with the 
ship’s layout. He stopped before a closed door, 
held up crossed fingers, and cautiously tried the 
knob, 

The door opened, and he stepped in soundlessly, 
beckoning to her and closing the door behind them. 

The room was a complete surprise to Kim. It 
was much larger than any ship’s cabin she had ever 
been in before, probably rather like the accommo- 
dations aboard the Queen Elizabeth II. It was 
lavishly furnished with twin beds, draperies, and 
carpeting and even boasted a private bath. 

The memory bank of her mind churned up the 
reason. They were on a freighter; freighters often 
had accommodations for six or eight passengers, 
people who go along for the voyage itself rather 
than to get to some particular place. Accommoda- 
tions for those few were luxurious. 

“Where do we start?” she whispered. 

Colin pointed to a bureau, then tackled the job of 
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searching the desk himself. They tried, at first, 
to work neatly and leave no obvious traces, then de- 
cided that speed was vital and gave up on the neat- 
ness. They dumped dresser drawers, went through 
the closet, and felt in the pockets of Al’s clothes. 

They looked through the bathroom, behind the 
shower curtain, in the medicine closet, even inside 
the tank. Colin went back through the desk. 

Kim glanced nervously at the door and turned 
weak with horror. The handle was turning slow- 
ly. Kim screamed silently and flattened herself 
against the wall. 

Mr. X, Al, walked in. The gun in his hand was 
pointed at Colin. 

“Okay, wise guy,” he said, “hold it right there. 
You pushed your luck too far, and after all I’ve done 
for you. Why, I was practically like a father to you, 
teaching you the business. But now I have to 
. . . fire you. You're too greedy; you're like all 
the lazy kids today. You want to start at the top, 
without working your way up and learning. 

“I gave you every break, but youre stupid. 
That’s the one thing I can’t excuse. We have no 
place for stupid people.” He sneered as he spoke. 
“I told you about the will; that was a sort of final 
test, to see if you were on my side or if you'd knife 
me in the back. Well, ’'m not dumb enough to 
leave it here, even though I told you I had. No, sir, 
I have it right here in my pocket. Want to try to 
take it from me?” 
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Oh, no, no, begged Kim in her mind. Then it 
dawned on her—Al didn’t know she was there! She 
signaled frantically to Colin, holding up her hand 
to show him what she planned to do. Then he’d be 
able to time his action. 

He didn’t glance at her, but she had to do it, any- 
way. The karate chop she had given Colin down in 
the hold was just a dress rehearsal. She brought 
her hand down on Al’s neck as hard as she could, 
aiming perfectly. 

The gun went off, but there was no loud report. 
There was only a muffled pouf, indicating that the 
gun had a silencer. 


14 
perilous 
swim 


Kim’s knees buckled. When the gun went off, Co- 
lin fell, out of sight, behind the bed on the far side 
of the stateroom. 

If he was dead, it was her fault, just as surely as 
if she had pulled the trigger. She never should 
have chopped Al’s neck without giving Colin time to 
duck. 

But she had tried. He simply hadn’t looked at 
her, and then she had to act, because she was sure 
Al was about to shoot point-blank at Colin. 

No excuse. She should have thought of some 
way to hit his neck and, at the same time, hit his 
hand to deflect the bullet upward. 

Kim dove across the room. If he was dead. 
. . . But she had to see if she could do anything 
for him. Maybe she could stop the bleeding until 
she could get him to a doctor. Idiotic thought. 

She crashed into Colin, who had sprung up from 
behind the bed. He had caught her signal out of 
the corner of his eye, but of course he could not ac- 
knowledge it. Now he had to pick himself up, grab 
the gun, and check on the would-be murderer. 

Al was unconscious, but Colin was taking no 
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chances; he tied him up with strips of torn bed 
sheets. Then he went through his pockets and 
came up with a pair of documents, written on stiff 
legal paper and bound with blue covers. 

“Is that it?” gasped Kim. 

“Give me a chance to make sure.” Colin glanced 
at the first page of each, then flipped to the back, 
checking signatures. “Yes. This is it.” 

He yanked his oilskin tobacco pouch from his 
own pocket, emptied its contents hurriedly into the 
wastebasket, and stuffed the will inside. He rolled 
it, fastened it securely, and handed it to Kim. 

“Got a safe pocket, one that zips closed?” he 
asked. “Okay, put it inside. Make sure it’s safe.” 

Kim backed off a pace. “No, you keep it.” 

“Don’t argue; you're wasting time. Take it, and 
whatever happens, you get to shore with it,” he 
ordered. 

But he was coming with her, wasn’t he? 

Yes, if he got the chance, but he was going to see 
her over the side first. 

“Together,” she insisted. 

“Come on, let’s get going,” he said. “I forgot to 
even ask you. Can you swim?” 

That struck her as funny, because she was still 
giddy from the encounter with Al. “Can I swim? 
Of course I can swim!” She began to giggle, against 
her will. ; 

Colin shook her; she sobered. “How are you at 
rope climbing?” he asked. He was going to try to 
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find a rope, tie it to the rail, and put it over the 
side. “Are you strong enough to climb down it, 
hand over hand?” If she slid, he pointed out, she'd 
tear her hands to ribbons. 

The hands would bleed, Kim thought. Blood all 
over the water would— She shuddered, remember- 
ing the papers had reported sharks along the shore 
just recently. Sharks were attracted by blood. 

“I can do better than climb down,” she said reso- 
lutely. “When I was in the Alps, I learned a little 
about rappelling. You could sling the rope over the 
rail and draw both ends together, so the middle is 
around the rail. You pass the two ends between 
your legs, front to back, then bring them up your 
back and over the left shoulder.” 

The left hand grasped the ropes, the right hand 
grasped the parts of the rope that would, in this 
case, be against the side of the ship. That, she ex- 
plained quickly, created a relatively comfortable 
sling, somewhat like a bosun’s chair. 

“You lean back in the sling,” she said carefully, 
so Colin would also be able to rappel down. “Bring 
your feet up against the side of the cliff—I mean 
the ship—and push yourself out. Your body will 
be light on the ropes for a second, so you let the 
rope out a little, with your left hand. Then swing 
back to the ship and kick off again.” 

Colin approved. If they could find a rope double 
the distance to the water, by all means rappel, as 
long as she knew how. He himself would go down 
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hand over hand. He had had some experience with 
gymnastics and could go down faster his own way. 

“Provided we can even find a rope,” he added. 
“Now, suppose we can’t. Do you think you could 
jump or dive? It won’t be easy. The rail is quite a 
distance from the water, and the water’s pretty 
black. Think you can do it?” 

It was not a pleasant prospect. It would be a 
long drop. The water would be cold, icy enough to 
shock the breath out of a person. And then there 
were the sharks. ... 

“I wouldn't suggest it if I could think of any oth- 
er way,” Colin said. “We wouldn’t have a chance of 
lowering a lifeboat. That takes at least two skilled 
people, probably more, and it would make a lot of 
noise.” 

She’d jump, if she had to. And then what? 
Swim perhaps ten miles to shore, in shark-infested 
waters? 

“Think positively,” Colin said curtly. He knew 
where a self-inflating raft was stowed. If he could, 
he'd get it and throw it down to her. 

“If you don’t find the raft right away, skin out 
of your slacks. No, first get rid of your shoes, so 
you can swim more easily, then the slacks, but 
don’t let go of them. Tread water, and tie the 
ends of the legs of the slacks. Theyll hold some 
air. Get the idea?” 

“Okay,” said Kim. “I know how to make a tempo- 
rary float that way. Learned it in lifesaving.” 
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Before she did anything, Colin said, she must get 
clear of the ship. “Don’t get fouled up in the 
screws. Those propellers create a strong suction, 
so get clear and then make your float.” 

He sounded as if he didn’t really expect to get the 
raft or escape from the ship himself. Looking at it . 
realistically, Kim didn’t think either one of them 
stood a chance. 

“Ready?” 

The condemned girl was led topside to walk the 
plank, she thought dismally. “What about him?” 
She hated to look at the still body on the floor. “Is 
he... dead?” 

Colin didn’t know, and he didn’t much care, but 
he unceremoniously dragged Al across the room, by 
the feet, and left him behind the far bed. Anyone 
who glanced into the stateroom would be instantly 
on the alert, but it would be better if he were not 
discovered immediately. Every second counted. 

“I checked for a pulse. He’s alive, all right, but I 
don’t think he'll be regaining consciousness for 
quite a while—not soon enough to matter to us, 
anyway. One more thing: I still love you. Now, let’s 
go.” Colin took her hand. 

They crept toward the ladder, hardly daring to 
breathe. Once they started up, they were totally 
exposed to the view of anyone passing below. 

So far, so good. They made it to the main deck, 
and then their luck ran out. Someone was coming 
toward them from the bow of the ship. He was 
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sweeping the deck with a powerful flashlight. 

“Get ready to run for it,” Colin whispered against 
Kim’s ear. “I’m going to create a diversion. The 
minute you hear a noise, over you go. Don’t wait to 
see what's going on.” 

She grabbed his hand to squeeze it for moral 
support—or for good-bye. His pipe, the one he had 
held clenched between his teeth when that car had 
been following them, was in the hand. He stood up 
and pitched it across the area. It made a surpris- 
ingly loud, sharp crack, almost like a shot, as it 
struck one of the cars lashed to the deck. 

“You! Come out or I’ll shoot,” shouted someone. 

“Get over that rail and jump,” whispered Colin. 

Oh, sure, nothing to it, she thought. Just pre- 
tend you're taking your lifesaving instructor's 
course again. Climb over the railing of the gym 
balcony and jump down into a heated pool. 

Outside the rail, she looked down and shud- 
dered. It was at least forty feet down to the wa- 
ter, probably more. From that height, if she did a 
lifesaving jump, feet apart and arms outstretched, 
she’d rip both her arms and legs right out of their 
sockets. . 

“Jump, or I'll push youl!” said Colin. 

Her heart was in her mouth. Now she knew 
how it must be for paratroopers who freeze. In a 
way, it wouldn’t be so awful if she knew how far 
down the water was or even if she could see it. It 
was just inky black and forbidding down there. 


174 KIM ALDRICH 


Maybe a dive would be safer. The human head, 
she knew, is the heaviest part of the body. If she 
simply went in headfirst, she’d hit the water clean- 
ly and safely. On the other hand, if she tilted her 
head back or arched her back even a fraction, she’d 
turn over and over and end up as just a sack of 
broken bones in the water. 

“Don’t leap before you look,” her father always 
said. In this case, if she looked much longer, she'd 
never leap at all. 

Okay, a sky dive, as if she were jumping from a 
plane. Leap straight out similar to a swan dive, 
arms outstretched but with legs spread. Float down 
until almost the last instant, then lower the head 
and go in cleanly—or land in the world’s most le- 
thal belly flop. 

Footsteps pounded along the deck. 

“Go, Kim!” ordered Colin. “It’s your only chance!” 

She had a ridiculous impulse to shout, “Geroni- 
mol” as she bailed out, and an even more ridiculous 
impulse to wail, “No, I changed my mind. I don't 
want to jump!” 

It wasn’t at all like skydiving. When she had 
jumped from a plane, the air currents had provided 
buoyancy. A thousand feet high would have been 
better than forty or so. She was falling too fast. 

Keep your head back, she warned. Now... 
now tip your head down. Get that head down, or 
youll hit the water so hard yowll snap your neck. 
Take a deep breath and hold it. 


THE DEEP SIX 175 


She knifed into the icy water, down, down, down. 
It seemed as if there were no way to reverse her 
direction until she hit the ocean floor. 

Kim knew she had to get to the surface before 
her lungs exploded, but which way was up? She 
hadn't the faintest idea. 

There was only one thing to do: force herself to 
relax .. . just lie in the water and let her body rise, 
hoping she’d reach the surface before her supply 
of air ran out. It seemed as if she were setting the 
world’s record for holding her breath. 

Once she approached. the surface, she drove up- 
ward, then shot out of the water, gasping great 
lungfuls of air. She stretched out on her back, 
head tipped so she wouldn't get water in her nose, 
and reveled in the fact that she could breathe any- 
time she chose. 

So far so good, but she mustn’t forget the suction 
from the screws. Where was the ship, anyway? It 
should be behind her, but maybe she had come up 
under it and out of the water on the other side. If 
that were so, Colin would never find her. 

The ship was there, all right, but too close, so she 
swam hard and fast, until she was far enough 
away from it. Kim had already lost her shoes, so 
she didn’t have to worry about getting rid of them. 
There was no sign of Colin, so she prepared to re- 
move her slacks and make a float. 

There was no time to do it. Kim could see flashes 
of light coming from the ship. She had the wild 
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idea that someone must be taking flashbulb pictures 
of her, so tomorrow's headlines could scream, “Un- 
identified Girl Leaps from Ship, Feared Dead in 
Shark-Infested Waters.” 

Oh, no! Someone was shooting at her! The bul- 
lets made funny little pop, pop, pop sounds as 
they bounced along the water, too close for comfort. 

Kim submerged and swam underwater as hard 
as she could. The trouble was that it was dark, so 
there was no way to tell how deep she was going. 
When she couldn’t hold her breath one second 
longer, the surface seemed beyond her reach. For 
a few frantic moments, she thought she wouldn’t 
make it. 

Once again she came up to gulp air, and again 
the flashes sent her down. “Cut!” she wanted to 
shout. “End of scene. If you want another take, I 
quit. Go get yourself another actress to play the 
role!” 

Someone yelled, and Kim caught a glimpse of 
something going over the side of the ship. More 
lights sputtered, and Kim realized, with stark hor- 
ror, that the shooting was now directed at Colin 
... and at close range. 

Her heart in her mouth, she began to breast- 
stroke cautiously, silently, back toward the ship. It 
was a crazy thing to do, and she knew it, but she 
had no choice. Colin had risked—or given?—his 
life for her. Unless she knew, beyond a shadow of 
a doubt, that he was dead, she had to try to save 
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him. Together, they just might make it. 

“I never even told him that I think I love him,” 
she said aloud. It seemed important to tell him. 

Her attention had been so riveted on the ship 
that she bumped into something floating in the wa- 
ter. Shark! screamed her mind. 

It grazed against her, and she shuddered convul- 
sively. How could she fight off a shark, when she 
didn’t even have a knife? She didn’t know how to 
battle a shark, anyway. 

The thing nudged her again. Not knowing what 
else to do, she treaded water and stayed as motion- 
less as possible. She almost wished someone had 
shot her. It would be quicker. The idea of huge jaws 
clamping down on her was too terrible to endure. 

Again it nudged. The thing seemed almost 
friendly, illogical as that seemed. Maybe it was a 
porpoise. Kim had read of porpoises rescuing peo- 
ple, pushing them to shore and safety. They seemed 
to know when a human was past the point of being 
able to help himself. 

It was no porpoise. It was a rubber life raft! If 
Kim had not let herself reach the panic point, she 
would have thought of that possibility. Now she 
dragged herself aboard and sank down. 

Searchlights swept over the water, and she 
ducked low, hoping the gunwales of the raft would 
shield her. In the dark again, if only momentarily, 
she poked her head up and followed the path of the 
beam with her eyes. 
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Something was moving in the water, going away 
from the ship, disappearing every time the search- 
light hit that spot. It was either someone swim- 
ming or the product of Kim’s wishful thinking. She 
tried to hand paddle the raft toward it. 

“Keep down!” ordered a soft but clear voice. It 
was Colin! He seemed surprisingly close. 

“Where are you?” she whispered. 

“Get out of the raft, quick, before the searchlight 
catches you,” Colin ordered. “Hang on to the ropes, 
but keep the raft between you and the ship, for 
cover.” 

She slipped back into the water and asked again 
where he was. 

“Quiet,” he said in a half-whisper. “Voices car- 
ry on the water. When the light swings our way, 
duck under the surface.” 

He didn’t wait for her to obey; instead, he plant- 
ed a hand on her head, pushing her down and hold- 
ing her there. Kim thought she’d drown before he 
let her up. 

Colin swore under his breath. “Ship’s coming 
about. They must have seen us, and theyre going 
to try to run us down.” 

Theyd have to leave the raft and get as far away 
as possible, he said, and then swim underwater as 
long as they could when the ship came abreast of 
them. 

Kim had had a lot of close shaves in her young 
life, but this was the one she was sure she’d never 
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live to tell about. The ship passed so close that 
they had to fight the suction, and they bounced 
around in the wake. They had to do it all over 
again when the ship made a second pass. 

The ship resumed its course, and Kim let out 
her breath in a long sigh of relief. Apparently the 
empty raft had convinced the criminals that she 
and Colin had been wiped out, either by drowning 
or by gunfire. 

“Were not in the clear yet,” Colin reminded 
her. “Next step is to try to find the raft again—if 
they didn’t shoot it full of holes.” : 

Nothing could stop them now, Kim claimed, giddy 
with a feeling of deliverance when they spotted the 
raft nearby. “See?” she said, giggling unsteadily. 
“Our yacht!” 

“Okay, in you go, you kook,” he answered. 

She pulled herself over the flotation collar. “One 
room and lots of running water. Our home away 
from home!” 

“Give me a hand up, will you?” Colin’s voice 
sounded odd, as if it were fading. 

“What's the matter?” Kim dropped the banter 
abruptly. 

“Just give me a hand up.” His voice was now 
definitely strained, as if Colin had run out of 
steam. “No!” he protested. “Take my other hand and 
heave.” 

It didn’t work. She couldn’t get him aboard that 
way, and he couldn’t help much. 
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‘Tll have to do it like a lifesaving drill,” she 
said. “Put both your hands on the collar of the 
raft. Pll grab you by the wrists, bend my knees, 
and straighten up, one, two, three. I'll get you 
bouncing up in the water once, higher the second 
time, and over the side the third time.” 

“Okay, do it,” he said tightly. “Don’t capsize the 
raft, though.” 

One, two, heave, and he was draped over the 
edge of the raft. Kim hauled him the rest of the 
way in. He lay back, not moving. 

“What is it?” she asked. “Youre hurt, but 
where?” 

“Shoulder,” he said. “Right shoulder. I guess 
they winged me.” He sounded ali used up. “You 
all right? Have you got the will?” 

She had forgotten all about the will, but it was 
still there, in her pocket. What mattered right 
then was how badly Colin was hurt. 

She felt his shoulder. It was sticky. What she 
needed was a flashlight and sterile dressing—even a 
dry handkerchief. Her subconscious echoed Cin- 
dy’s voice: “If you have nothing else, use your 
hand. Press steadily against the wound to stop the 
bleeding.” 

Kim arranged the patient with his head in her 
lap, so he would be as comfortable as possible, and 
pressed with her right hand. With her left, she 
stroked his forehead. There wasn’t another single 
thing she could do for him. 
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What he needed, she realized, was a dry blan- 
ket. Any minute now, he would begin to shiver with 
the cold. He could go into shock ... even bleed to 
death. 

“Itll begin to get light soon,” Colin said, his voice 
weaker now. “When the sun comes up, we'll be 
able to get our bearings and start paddling for 
shore.” 

With their hands, thought Kim dismally. And if 
they hadn't drifted miles farther out to sea, 

“Unless it rains, and the sun doesn’t come up at 
all,” said Colin. 

“Don’t be negative,” she said. “Of course the sun 
will come up. It will be a lovely day, the most 
beautiful day ever.” Famous last words, she added 
silently. 

“The most beautiful girl ever,” he told her. 
“As long as I have to be here, I’m glad it’s with 
you.” 

“I guess I’m glad, too,” Kim answered, “and all 
that being true, don’t you think you ought to tell 
me who you really are? I believe you when you say 
you're a reporter, but how come nobody on your pa- 
per knows—” 

“Simple,” he said. “I use a different name at the 
paper. I use my real name everywhere else.” 

Keep him talking, Kim thought. That's better 
than his just lying here thinking about our predica- 
ment. “I don’t get it,” she went on. “Why don't 
you use your real name as a byline and a phony 
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name when you're joining criminal gangs to get in- 
side information? How are you ever going to make a 
name for yourself as a writer?” 

He'd rather make sure of staying alive, he said. 
There was less chance of making a slip if he used his 
own name and identification papers when dealing 
with hoods. His own name, used as a byline, might 
bring him fame and glory, but it would preclude his 
getting inside any other gangs. 

She was glad his real name was Colin Ryan, be- 
cause she’d never be able to think of him as anyone 
but Colin. “It’s a nice name.” 

“I'm glad you like it,” he said. “Maybe we can 
arrange for you to share it.” The question was obvi- 
ous in his tone. 

At that point, she nearly spoiled things by laugh- 
ing. For a split second, it had almost seemed that 
his words had lighted up the sky, the way it hap- 
pened in Disney movies. Not so. The glow merely 
meant that the sun was coming up. That was the 
east. Shore, therefore, was in the opposite direc- 
tion, but how were they going to reach it? 

The Coast Guard had once gone looking for Kim. 
Found her, too, but that was because somebody 
had reported her missing. This time, nobody 
even knew that she was bobbing around on the 
ocean, in a raft. 

“Look . .. planes,” mused Colin. “Hey, we're 
not so far out, after all. Those planes must be 
landing and taking off, either at Kennedy or La 
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Guardia. Look hard; two to one you'll see a bridge.” 

He pushed himself up painfully and began to 
laugh. “Verrazano Narrows. Silly, isn’t it? We'd 
have seen its lights last night, except for the fog.” 

It didn’t seem very funny to Kim. Shore was still 
too far away to reach, using only their hands to 
paddle. They could send up a flare, of course, 
only they were fresh out of flares, not to mention 
matches to light them with. 

Maybe someone on a fishing boat would notice 
them. She tried to wave at one off in the distance, 
but it was useless; she had no flag to attract atten- 
tion their way. 

She could see little dots, like a line of ants, busily 
crawling along the bridge. They were the cars of 
commuters driving into the city. There was no pos- 
sibility of shouting loudly enough or waving hard 
enough to get their attention. 

Besides, she thought, theyd all be listening to 
their car radios. “Hey, wait a minute!” she yelped. 
“You know what all those people are listening to? 
Traffic reports, that’s what, from a traffic heli- 
copter!” 

“So? Granted, the helicopter circles all avenues 
leading into the city, but—” 

“One of the radio stations that maintains heli- 
copter traffic service gives out emergency flags,” Kim 
said, practically bursting with excitement. “Big 
signs that say ‘Help. They suggest keeping a 
flag in your car at all times. If you get in trouble, 
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stall out, or have a flat or whatever, you stretch 
the sign over the roof of your car. The helicopter 


pilot sees it and sends help.” 
“Great,” said Colin. “Too bad we didn’t think to 


send in for one of the flags.” 


15 
the butler 
again! 


A little thing like the lack of an emergency flag 
was not going to stop Kim Aldrich or Colin Ryan. 

“Take my shirt,” he said. “Rip it into three wide 
strips to form SOS along the collar of the raft.” 

The suggestion didn’t appeal to Kim. Stripping 
Colin of his shirt would increase the danger of 
pneumonia. On the other hand, there was no other 
white material. 

Problem: How would the letters stick to the 
raft? 

Answer: The moisture on the raft would hold the 
fabric, if it were smoothed down. 

It seemed like a magnificent idea, until the traffic 
helicopter passed overhead and then came low to 
check their distress signal. The draft from the ro- 
tor blades blew the makeshift sign away. More 
than that, the downdraft whipped up such heavy 
seas that the raft was in danger of capsizing. 

Kim got on her knees and raised clasped hands in 
supplication. The chopper lifted and, for an ag- 
onizing moment, seemed to be going away. 

But no! The chopper stood by—and before long, 
a police launch arrived on the scene to rescue them 
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from their ordeal. They were lifted aboard, 
wrapped in warm blankets, and taken to a waiting 
ambulance. 

A police officer rode with them to the hospital, so 
he could take down their stories. Later on, they 
could stop in at headquarters and sign their state- 
ments officially. 

“Lieutenant Deutsch will want to talk to you, 
too,” the officer said. “He’s in charge of the Auto 
Squad. He'll want all the information about the 
car theft ring. Now, about this man Harry. Would 
you be able to identify him?” 

Colin laughed. “I can even give you his phone 
number.” 

It was more than enough for the officer. They 
could trace Harry through his number. They could 
pick him up on a charge of felonious assault, if Kim 
wanted to press charges. However, he explained, 
Lieutenant Deutsch would probably prefer to keep 
him under surveillance. 

“If he’s taking over the operation, as you say, 
then the lieutenant might be able to get enough 
evidence to round up the entire gang,” he said. 

That was all right with Kim, but what about the 
men who had kidnapped her and tried to kill her 
and Colin? 

“We'll be able to pick up the entire crew, if and 
when they come back to New York,” the officer 
told her. “As for the mastermind, we can post him 
as a wanted person. We might be able to extradite 
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him. Depends on where he lands and whether he 
goes into hiding. We'll do our best to get him; you 
have my word for that.” 

Kim was taken into a small room to be exam- 
ined. A nurse helped her out of her soggy clothes 
and summoned an aide to take them away and dry 
them. All at once, she remembered the will! Kim 
hadn’t even told the police about it yet, but she 
wasn’t going to let it out of her hands until she 
did. She extracted it from her pocket and clutched 
it while the doctor checked her, then stashed it 
away again when her clothes were brought back. 

Colin was taken to be X-rayed. The slug was lo- 
cated and removed, and, because he was suffering 
from exposure, he was told he should stay in the 
hospital for at least twenty-four hours. Instead, 
he signed himself out, against the doctor’s orders. 

‘Tm fine,” he assured the horrified Kim, “so don’t 
you give me a hard time, too. I haven’t got time to 
lie around in a hospital bed. There are things to 
do.” 

They took a cab to her place first, at his insis- 
tence, even though his own apartment was closer. 
Kim was to take a shower and get into fresh 
clothes, and that was an order. 

The phone was ringing when they opened the 
door. It was Gerta. 

“Where have you been?” she demanded. “I 
called and called, and you didn’t answer. I phoned 
Mr. Rydell, and he said you had taken time off. I 
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was just about to call the FBI. You had me mighty 
worried, young lady!” 

“I spent the night with a friend,” said Kim, 
smothering a laugh. 

“Oh. You were lonely,” said Gerta, with satis- 
faction. “You didn’t like being on your own as 
much as you thought you would. You missed Gerta.” 

“Yes, I did,” Kim answered. Gerta would never 
know how much. 

When she had hung up, she gave the precious 
will to Colin for safekeeping. It was concrete evi- 
dence of the reality of her almost unbelievable ex- 
perience. The most incredible part of all was that 
she had left her apartment only the night before, 
and there she was, back again in the morning— 
yet all those things had happened! 

“You sit there,” she told Colin. “Ill get you 
something to eat.” 5 

“Go take your shower, and no back talk!” He 
grinned at her. “Ill be right here, you can bet on 
that. Now, scoot.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

She rejoined him in ten minutes flat, looking 
daisy-fresh—unless you noticed the shadowed eyes, 
which told the story of horror and exhaustion. 

Colin was sound asleep, stretched out on the 
leather couch in the study. She tiptoed out to the 
linen closet to get a blanket, but he woke up when 
she spread it over him. He started to stretch his 
arms and winced. 
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“IT have to call Jackson,” he said. “I meant to, 
but I guess I dozed off.” 

“Mr. Jackson can wait a few more minutes,” 
she announced. “You need food, and you need a 
shower. No, you'll have to take a bath, so you 
won't get your dressing wet.” 

“Come to think of it, Pll call Mrs. Campbell,” 
Colin said stubbornly. “I read the will—glanced 
at it, at least.” 

“Yes, call her,” Kim urged. “Tell her to watch 
over Gretchen like a hawk. Do you know the num- 
ber?” She leaned close, so she could hear both 
sides of the conversation after he put the call 
through. 

“Carter residence,” said a voice with a faint trace 
of a Scottish burr. 

Kim was sure it was the butler, even though a 
touch of nervousness seemed to have cut through 
his usual formality. His British accent had slipped 
a little. 

“Mrs. Campbell, please,” said Colin. 

“Mrs. Campbell is not in at the moment. May 
I ask who is calling?” 

“This is Colin Ryan. Can you please tell me 
where I can contact Mrs. Campbell? It’s urgent.” 

The butler lost all pretense of poise. “Oh, thank 
God, sir. Then you're all right? And Miss Al- 
drich?” His voice dropped to a whisper. “Please give 
me your telephone number, I shall call you back 
in a few minutes, from another phone. Someone 
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might overhear me from this one, but I must talk 
to you. Someone tried to kill you; thank God they 
didn’t succeed.” 

“Call me at 212-562-9160,” said Colin. “Give me 
a half hour to get there.” 

“Be careful, sir.” 

“Why didn’t you give him this number?” asked 
Kim when Colin hung up. “It would be quicker. 
How do you suppose he knows about what happened 
to us? And you didn’t even warn him to watch 
Gretchen.” 

“I gave him my number,” said Colin, “because I 
have no intention of giving out yours. I’ve already 
put you in a spot, bringing Harry here, remember? 
Its okay about him. Hed never dare come back 
here, now that he’s involved in a kidnapping. Any- 
way, I told the cops, and theyll have an undercover 
man—” 

“Then, come on,” urged Kim. 

They took the elevator down to the garage; it 
would be quicker to take her car than to try to find a 
cab. 

The green Cadillac was gone, whether reclaimed 
by Harry or taken in by the police. For the mo- 
ment, Kim didn’t much care which. She was just 
glad it was out of there. 

“You didn’t actually steal cars, did you?” she 
asked, helping Colin into the passenger’s seat of her 
little red Triumph, then climbing in behind the 
small wheel. 
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He laughed. “No. I was a salesman. I found 
customers, very good customers. FBI men, mem- 
bers of the Auto Squad, all sorts of eager buyers, 
who will be even more eager as witnesses when 
those guys all come to trial.” 

She pushed the radio control button on the 
dash. The garage door swung open, and they 
headed up the ramp to the street. “When are you 
going to write your big story?” Kim asked, slicing 
out into the traffic. 

“Two big stories,” he amended, “and Ill write 
them when they wind up.” He started to laugh. 
“Want to hear a joke? One of the officers from the 
police launch told me there’s usually a false bottom 
in those self-inflating rafts. We probably had 
flares, paddles, fluorescent dye, first aid kit—all the 
comforts of home.” 

Kim gave him a look out of the corner of her eye. 
“Now you tell me,” she snorted. 

She cut over to the West Side Highway, to make 
the best possible time to Christopher Street, shud- 
dering as they passed the big ships docked along the 
Hudson. “You call the signals,” she said as they 
went down the exit ramp. “I get lost in all the little 
winding streets in the Village.” 

Usually she loved the place. It reminded her of 
the Left Bank in Paris, with flower stalls, bands 
of musicians playing on street corners, arts and 
crafts shops that stayed open most of the night. 
People walked their dogs at all hours, talked to 
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strangers, and smiled. The old houses, wedged 
tightly together, some of them tilting slightly, never 
failed to charm her. 

Today she hardly noticed. She wanted to get to 
Colin’s phone as quickly as possible, and never 
mind about quaintness and charm. 

He directed her to a parking lot beside his apart- 
ment building, then led her into one of the few tall 
structures in the vicinity. They took an elevator to 
the twelfth floor, and when they stepped into the 
entry of Colin’s apartment, she was pleasantly sur- 
prised at what she saw. 

She looked across a living room—carpeted with 
gold shag and furnished with wonderfully deep, 
comfortable chairs and couch—and right out an 
enormous picture window. The Venetian blinds 
were pulled up, and there were no draperies at all 
to obscure the view of the sky, the distance, and 
the roofs of the small neighboring dwellings. 

“It’s like living in a tree house. It must be spec- 
tacular at night,” she said. 

“You can look at the view any night—every 
night,” he said. “Meanwhile, phone’s on the desk. 
Answer it if the butler—Mrs. Campbell called him 
Ross—calls. I'll try to get cleaned up before then.” 

She’d get it, she promised. Meanwhile, she’d 
scrounge around in the efficient little kitchen, make 
some coffee, and build a couple of sandwiches. The 
refrigerator yielded sliced ham, lettuce, and mus- 
tard. Bread? Now, where was the bread? 
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Even more important, why didn’t the phone ring? 
Suppose Ross didn’t call back. They should have 
warned him, while they had him on the line, of the 
danger to Gretchen. They should have told him— 

Kim dived, catching the phone on the first ring. 
“Yes? Hello?” 

“Is Mr. Ryan there? This is Ross, Ross Campbell, 
speaking.” 

Her jaw dropped. “Ross Campbell? Then you 
must be... .” 

“Is this Miss Aldrich? . . . Yes? Miss Aldrich, 
I am the Carters’ butler.” His voice dropped. “I 
should say the late Mr. and Mrs. Carter.” 

The conversation, from then on, had Kim’s head 
spinning. The butler and his wife, Gretchen’s 
nurse, had overheard certain persons—and surely 
Miss Aldrich knew whom he meant—talking 
about having deliberately run Colin’s car off the 
road. Each blamed the other for the failure of the 
attempted murder. A decision was reached to con- 
tact certain criminals who would do a more pro- 
fessional job. 

That was irony, thought Kim. Those criminals 
had already made an attempt, for reasons of their 
own. 

“I went to the police, but they can do nothing 
because I have no evidence,” Ross said. “I went to 
my attorney, who verified the fact that nothing 
could be done without evidence. I felt I had to 
warn you and Mr. Ryan that your very lives are in 
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danger. Those people will stop at nothing.” 

Mrs. Carter had died the night before, just after 
midnight, he went on. The will was to be read in 
late afternoon. 

At that point, Ross’s voice broke, but he col- 
lected himself quickly and continued. “Gretchen 
will be taken away from us tonight.” 

“Where is Gretchen?” Kim broke in. “She’s the 
one who’s in immediate danger. Can’t you hide her 
somewhere?” 

“No, I'm afraid we can’t. Don’t you see? We 
would have authority under the terms of the new 
will, but that will is evidently gone, destroyed by 
now,” said Ross. 

“We have the will.” 

“You what?” Ross sounded as if he were going 
into shock. “How... where... .Oh, Miss Aldrich, 
thank goodness. Could you and Mr. Ryan possibly 
bring it— You must bring it, and quickly.” 

Colin, who had been listening on an extension 
phone in his bedroom down the hall, cut into the 
conversation. “We'll bring it. Meanwhile, you get 
that kid out of there and hide her, hear me? Is 
there someplace you can take her, someone you 
can trust with her life, just for a few hours?” 

‘Til... try. Believe me, I'll try,” said Ross. “Be 
careful, Mr. Ryan. Don’t let anything happen to 
you on your way here. Could you get police pro- 
tection, do you think?” 

“No. The New York police have no jurisdiction 
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up there,” Colin said. “You—” 

Ross said hurriedly that he would take care of 
things at that end as best he could. He would 
meet them at the gates of Niederhurst and direct 
them to a back entrance to the house. He would 
alert his attorney, naturally. Perhaps, among 
them, they could surprise certain people into an 
admission of guilt, but in any event, Gretchen’s 
future and happiness would be assured. 

Provided Ross could keep Gretchen safe in the 
interim, Kim thought. Provided no one wiped out 
the two people bringing the will. 

The connection was broken, and Colin came 
dashing into the living room, struggling to arrange 
his sling. Kim adjusted it to support his arm and 
hand, keeping the pressure off his injured shoulder. 

“We could call the FBI,” Colin suggested. “After 
all, you were kidnapped, and that’s a federal of- 
fense. They might give us protection.” 

They would, Kim was sure, but that would take 
too much valuable time. They'd have to take their 
chances, but, she pointed out, they'd go in her car, 
and the Grangers wouldn’t recognize them. Even 
if they hired someone to watch for them, it would 
be Colin’s car they’d expect. 

“Then, let’s go,” urged Colin. 

“Can we spare a minute to eat? No, I guess not, 
but have some coffee, at Jeast.” She knew she 
couldn’t eat, anyway, even though she was prac- 
tically starving. 
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They drank the scalding coffee black, not even 
taking time to sit down. Colin checked the inside 
pocket of his jacket to make sure, for the hun- 
dredth time, that the will was there, and then 
they were off and running, to the elevator, to the 
parking lot. 

“You call the signals,” Kim said, revving the 
red TR. 

“Turn right, one block, and . . . watch it!” Colin 
yelled. 

Kim jammed on the brakes, her nerves jangling. 

“Red light,” said Colin. “Sorry. I didn’t mean to 
shout at you. Guess I’m jumpy.” 

That made two of them. Kim was ready to jump 
out of her skin, and her mind kept running in cir- 
cles. If only there were time to think things 
through clearly, logically. . . . She had a feeling 
there was something important that belonged in 
this overall picture, if only she could dig it out of 
the back of her head. 

But her head was too tired. She’d have to wait 
until later, and if there was ever going to be a 
“later,” she had better keep her mind on her driv- 
ing. The objective was to get from point A to point 
B, and everything else would have to be consid- 
ered after that. 

They made their way, without further incident, 
to the George Washington Bridge and then north, 
via a circuitous route. It was time-consuming, but 
it seemed the better, safer way. 
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Kim repeatedly had to force herself to go easy on 
the gas pedal. It would be the final irony if she 
were to crack up the car and finish them both off, 
without any assistance from the would-be murder- 
ers. If the car then burst into flames, that would 
be the end of the will, too, and all their efforts 
would have been just so much wasted time. 

“We ought to be getting close,” Colin said at last. 
“Try the next right turn.” 

He remembered it correctly. The gates of Nieder- 
hurst were just ahead, on their left. The chain was 
up between the gateposts again, but this time it was 
securely locked. 

“Now what do we do?” Kim said, exasperated. 

“Get out and walk,” Colin answered, opening his 
door and climbing out. 

Someone stepped out from behind the bushes 
that flanked the entrance. It was Ross. 

‘Tm sorry, sir,” he apologized. “I didn’t recog- 
nize you, because of the different car.” 

He unlocked the chain, let them through, and 
locked it up again. Then he climbed into the 
cramped space behind the two front bucket seats, 
to direct them to the back entrance of the main 
house. 

Under other circumstances, it would have 
struck Kim as being funny. It was probably the first 
time in his life that Ross Campbell had folded his 
long, black-with-gray-stripes-clad legs into the jump 
seat of a sports car. 
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It would have been even funnier watching him 
unfolding himself, getting out, and settling his 
black coat and tie. Today, however, Kim ignored 
the humor of the situation, jumped out, and ran 
around the car to make sure he was managing 
all right. 

He Jed them quickly through the back door and 
up the back stairs. He paused at a door and stood 
back to let them precede him. 

“This is our living room,” he said with an air of 
pride. “You’ve met Mrs. Campbell. I should also 
like to present our attorney, Mr. Monroe.” 

Kim had expected Mr. Jackson to represent the 
Campbells in legal matters, but probably they 
couldn’t afford his fees. She shook hands with Mr. 
Monroe, a gray-haired, keen-eyed, rawboned man. 

“You have the will?” he asked. “May I see it, 
please?” 

Colin hesitated, studying the stranger. 

“Oh, please!” Mrs. Campbell burst out. “Theyre 
going to read that other will in just a few minutes. 
Don’t you see? If they take Gretchen, even for an 
hour or so, they might—” 

Kim saw only too well. “It’s just that we went 
through so much getting the will. Now we hate to 
let it out of our hands,” she apologized. 

Colin handed it over. It would have been silly 
not to; they had to trust somebody, sooner or later. 

Mr. Monroe took the document, sat down in a 
chintz-covered easy chair, and began to study it 
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minutely. Meanwhile Ross gave them a quick ex- 
planation of how he had overheard the threats on 
Kim’s and Colin’s lives. 

This sitting room was directly over the down- 
stairs library. There were vents in both upstairs and 
downstairs walls. When the fireplace downstairs 
was lighted, the heat rising through the vents was 
enough to take the chill from the upstairs room, 
even if the furnace wasn’t on. If the vents were 
open, one could hear clearly any conversation car- 
ried on in the library. 

“I could say I just happened to overhear,” Ross 
went on. “I could say I was cleaning the vents, and 
that’s why they were open. Actually, I showed 
them into the library deliberately and then came up 
here, because I didn’t trust them. I did not expect 
to hear them planning a murder.” 

Good thinking! Kim applauded silently. But 
wouldn’t those vents work both ways? Suppose the 
Grangers were in the library right then, listening. 
Might they be getting to Gretchen? 

The vents were closed, Ross assured her, and 
Gretchen was not in the house. She was with Mrs. 
Campbell's sister, in the gardener’s cottage. 

Mr. Monroe cleared his throat. The will was in 
order, he told them all, but now they must go over 
his plan, to make sure everyone knew the part he 
was to play during the next few, crucial moments. 

If his plan worked, they would trap the crimi- 
nals. A policeman was waiting to make the arrest. 
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Kim could see a definite element of danger in the 
plan. Colin agreed, but he could see no real alter- 
native. 

“To lessen the risk factor as much as possible, 
please follow my instructions explicitly,” said Mr. 
Monroe. “No heroics, please.” 

Ross was to seat Mr. Jackson behind the reading 
table in the library. That would be logical, because 
it would give him room to spread out his papers. 
The Grangers were to be seated facing him, thus 
having their backs to the door, increasing the possi- 
bility of surprise. 

“Have the servants, the cook, the upstairs maid, 
and so on in front of the French doors,” the lawyer 
continued. “That will serve two purposes: It will 
bar any escape attempt in that direction, and it 
will give the servants a quick exit, if necessary. 
You, Mr. Campbell, must show them out instant- 
ly, at the first sign of trouble.” 

Mrs. Campbell would sit on the sofa, ready to 
duck behind it. Mr. Monroe, Kim, Colin, and a po- 
lice officer would stand outside the library door, out 
of sight. 
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“Does everyone understand clearly?” Mr. Mon- 
roe asked. 

It was like a movie set, Kim thought, with Mr. 
Monroe as director and the rest of them as mem- 
bers of the cast. The stars of the show would be 
Mr. and Mrs. Granger. 

She almost expected someone to flash the little 
red warning light for quiet and someone else to 
hold up a sign proclaiming, “Take one.” 

Only this was no play; this was all too real. The 
door chimes sounded, and Ross went downstairs. 
His wife followed him. 

Mr. Monroe ‘held his fingers to his lips and 
opened the vents, so they would know when it was 
time for them to slip downstairs and take up their 
positions. 

Ross gave them their cue from a post near the 
library fireplace. He cleared his throat. “Yes, sir,” 
he said in his formal tone, “we are all present. The 
entire staff is here.” 

It was amazing, but his voice was as clear as if 
he were still in the upstairs sitting room. Mr. Mon- 
roe closed the vents carefully, so no slight noise 
from up here could alert those below, and motioned 
Kim and Colin to the door. Speed was important. 

They nodded silently to the police officer in the 
downstairs hall and crept as close as possible, so 
they could hear what was going on. 

“Very well, I shall begin.” That voice, Kim knew, 
belonged to Mr. Jackson. “I have two wills to read, 
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one for Mr. Carter and one for Mrs. Carter. I 
shall read Mr. Carter’s will first, because he was 
the first to... er... pass on.” 

He cleared his throat. ““Last Will and Testa- 
ment. I, Thomas Townsend Carter, of the City of 
New York and of the County of Rockland, State of 
New York, being of sound mind and memory, do 
hereby make, publish, and declare this to be my 
last will and testament. 

“First: I hereby revoke all wills and codicils at 
anytime heretofore made by me. 

“Second: I give, devise, and bequeath all my 
property, real and personal, and wheresoever sit- 
uate, tomy wife, Helen Appleton Carter. ...’” 

It went on and on. The Grangers were the chief 
legatees of bequests. There was no mention of 
Gretchen, although bequests were made to all the 
staff. The will was dated three years before. 

There was a pause, and Kim could almost hear 
a sigh of relief when no one offered any comments. 
Mr. Jackson read Mrs. Carter’s will. It was identi- 
cal to her husband’s, except for naming him as sole 
inheritor, with the Grangers to inherit in the event 
of Mr. Carter's death. The date was the same as 
that of his will. 

“That's wrong,” said Mrs. Campbell clearly. 
“There was a later will.” 

“Madam,” said Mr. Jackson, “this is the only will 
extant. That means, madam, that it is the only one 
in existence, the only one not lost or destroyed.” 
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“But you know there was a later will. You drew 
it up yourself,” challenged Mrs. Campbell. 

“I repeat, this is the only will extant.” His voice 
mellowed, as if by conscious effort. He certainly 
didn’t want to go into the business of the lost will. 
“I wouldn’t worry, Mrs. Campbell. You and your 
husband inherit twenty-five thousand dollars. Sure- 
ly that is a more than generous sum.” 

“Tl fight this will,” announced Mrs. Campbell. 

“I must advise you against such action. It would 
only cause needless notoriety, and it would cost 
you a considerable amount of money. All right, I 
concede that there was a later will, but, believe 
me, it was practically identical to this. Except that” 
—his voice grew hard—‘“under the terms of the 
new will, your inheritance was halved.” 

Kim’s mind went click. That was it, of course, 
the thing that was missing! She would have seen 
it ages ago, if she’d had a brain in her head. It was 
right there, as plain as day. 

“That’s not true at all, and you know it,” she 
blurted. Without thinking, she went completely 
against Mr. Monroe’s specific orders. She stepped 
into the room and glared at Mr. Jackson. 

“And Ill tell you something else I know now. 
You arranged to have that will stolen. Oh, the 
Grangers probably arranged to have the car stolen, 
but you were in on it with them.” 

Amid the stunned silence, Kim took a breath and 
plunged on. “It had to be that way. It was just too 
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convenient, too coincidental, otherwise. I know the 
Grangers hired someone to steal the will. I even 
know who it was. But it didn’t work.” 

“Thats right,” announced Colin. “We recovered 
the new will. Perhaps Mr. Monroe will read it 
now.” 

Mr. Granger leaped to his feet, grabbed Mr. 
Jackson’s shirtfront, and shouted, “You fool! You 
double-crossing traitor! We offered you ten percent. 
What did you do, make a better deal with—” 

“Be quiet!” ordered Mr. Jackson. 

Mrs. Granger made a dive for Mr. Monroe, 
who was now in the doorway. She tried to tear the 
document from his hand. “Give me that!” she 
screamed. “It’s a forgery!” 

“You are both under arrest,” said the police offi- 
cer. “Mr. and Mrs. Granger, you are under arrest 
for conspiracy to commit murder and fraud. You 
have the right to legal counsel; you have the right 
to remain silent... .” 

Mrs. Granger was totally hysterical. She de- 
manded the arrest of Mr. Jackson, too. He wasn’t 
going to go scot-free, she insisted. It was all his 
fault. If he hadn’t volunteered the information 
about the theft of the car and the will that was in- 
side, two nosy strangers would never have gotten 
into the picture. 

“Be quiet!” roared Jackson. 

“I won't be quiet! I'll testify against you,” she 
screamed. “Arrest him!” 
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“I was getting to that,” said the officer. “You, too, 
are under arrest.” His voice turned steely as Jack- 
son looked wildly about, seeking some way of es- 
cape. “I wouldn’t try it, if I were you.” The officer’s 
gun was out. There was a faint click as he released 
the safety. 

He sent Ross out to get his partner. The 
Grangers and Jackson were handcuffed and taken 
away. Those remaining in the room were told they 
would be called upon to testify when the trio came 
to trial. 

It was all over as suddenly as it had begun. 
Kim’s mind felt like a blank. No one seemed able 
to move. 

Finally Mr. Monroe coughed discreetly. “Since 
you are all together, and since you gathered for the 
reading of two wills, let’s get on with it.” 

He proceeded to do so. The new documents be- 
gan like the old ones, but halfway through, there 
was a total change. The Campbells were indeed 
named the legal guardians of Gretchen, until she 
reached her majority. They were given a lifetime 
income of their own. 

Kim almost laughed. She clapped her hand over 
her mouth, because it would have been a shocking 
sound, under the circumstances. But it was fun- 
ny. She had only just then realized that she hadn't 
known, really, what was in that will! 

She had risked her life for it. She had been kid- 
napped and shot at, she had spent hours in an open 
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raft, she had been crowded off the road and almost 
sent hurtling through a guardrail and down into 
the Hudson River for it—but she hadn’t read it! 
Even more ludicrous was the fact that the Camp- 
bells probably hadn't, either. All they had was the 
Carters’ word as to the contents. 

“Why did Mr. Jackson tell us about the will?” 
she asked of nobody in particular. 

“I think I can answer that,” said Mr. Monroe. 
“A will must be witnessed by at Jeast two persons. 
I have little doubt that the witnesses have received 
lucrative job offers elsewhere, as part of the plan. 
There would be specific reasons to fear their ever 
knowing about the contents of the will or the fact 
that it was...er... lost. 

“However,” he continued, “there was always 
that slight possibility that they would come for- 
ward. In an estate of this size, an account of the 
contents is sometimes published in the newspapers. 
Suppose, then, that the witnesses picked up the 
contradiction in dates.” 

Kim still didn’t understand. 

“Mr. Jackson, like any cautious attorney, pro- 
vided himself with two witnesses of his own,” said 
Mr. Monroe. “If things ever came to light, you 
would testify to the loss—not to the theft but to 
the loss—of the car containing the will. The Bar 
Association might reprimand him for carelessness, 
but his career would not be jeopardized. He would 
lose the money, of course, but he would probably 
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escape prosecution. That’s what mattered to him.” 

“But the Grangers turned him in. Didn’t he ex- 
pect that—” 

“He didn’t know they would,” said Mr. Monroe. 
“I'm sure he expected no problems at all. He mere- 
ly took what he considered an extra precautionary 
measure in talking so freely to you.” 

“The best laid plans of mice and men,’” mused 
Ross. But about Gretchen—were he and his wife 
now legally in charge? 

The will would have to go through probate 
court, Mr. Monroe explained. Meanwhile, he would 
get a temporary court order naming them as 
guardians. 

“Then, I’m going to get her right now,” said Mrs. 
Campbell, smiling through tears. “I want to bring 
her home. I can never thank you all enough, and 
someday Gretchen will thank you herself.” 

‘Till go with you,” said her husband. “Please, 
Miss Aldrich, Mr. Ryan, Mr. Monroe—don’t leave 
until we get back. We want you to see Gretchen.” 

Kim could still see her in her mind’s eye: an in- 
credibly beautiful child, with soft, fair hair and 
blue eyes, like a painting by an artist who had 
failed to catch any spark of animation .. . a life- 
less picture. 

She got the surprise of her life when the Camp- 
bells came back in, Gretchen in the nurse’s arms. 
For a second, she didn’t even recognize the girl. 

The still beauty had vanished. This was an elfin 
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child, wearing enormous glasses, of all things. She 
had the slightly baffled look of a stranger from a 
different world, mixed with the eager look of curi- 
osity of an ordinary child. Yes, that was it. She 
looked ordinary—-magnificently, gloriously ordinary! 

Mrs. Campbell told the story in a rush. She was 
not retarded at all. Doctors at the Leahy Clinic 
had discovered her to be so very farsighted that her 
eyes had never been able to focus on anything 
within her range. 

Until recently, she explained, it had been im- 
possible to evaluate the eyesight of youngsters who 
were too young to read letters or identify objects. 
Now it could be done electronically. 

The patient was placed in a long, narrow room. 
The cushioned tip of a wire was set against the 
back of his or her head and held in place by a 
gauze strip around the head. Two other wires were 
positioned on the earlobes. 

“There is absolutely no pain or discomfort,” said 
Mrs. Campbell. 

The room lights were then dimmed, and lighted 
patterns were flashed on a screen, in sequences of 
twenty. The entire examination took only twenty 
minutes and did not rely at all on clues provided 
by the patient. In an adjoining room, an engineer 
interpreted the electrical waves given off by certain 
areas of the brain. 

“It’s very technical, of course, but it is far more 
accurate than any other method,” Mrs. Campbell 
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said, sounding so happy, so triumphant. 

Technical? It was nothing short of a miracle, 
Kim thought. She smiled at Gretchen. “Hi,” she 
said softly. 

Gretchen turned to look at her, and she smiled 
back, and that was an even greater miracle. Given 
time and training, she would learn to walk and 
read and live. 

“Please come back and see us,” urged Ross. 
“As my wife said, someday Gretchen will be able 
to thank you herself.” 

They promised, said good-bye, and went out the 
back door to climb into Kim’s red Triumph. They 
were both giddy with relief. Kim started to put the 
key in the switch. 

“First things first,” said Colin. 

She thought maybe he was going to kiss her. 
She also thought maybe—just maybe—she was 
going to enjoy it.... 

“Let’s go get some food,” he said. 

That took some of the wind out of her sails, un- 
til she realized he was teasing. 

“And then,” he announced, grinning, “we'll go to 
my place. I’ve got a story to write, but I have only 
one usable hand. Ill dictate to you. Speaking of 
that story, don’t you live a bit dangerously for one 
so young and tender?” 

Kim regarded him thoughtfully, then answered, 
with mock seriousness, “Yes, but I think it’s the 
fault of the company I keep. I do pick up with the 
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darnedest people, you know—gangsters, thieves, 


reporters—” 
Right in midsentence, Kim got the kiss she'd 
been expecting—and she did enjoy it. 
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